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OUR PURPOSE 


, VERY enterprise should have a purpose. A magazine with- 
~ out one would be like a rudderless ship. We submit in 
brief the purpose of ARTHUR'S HOME MAGAZINE. 

First and foremost, we shall present facts and truths to our 
readers each month that will materially help and instruct. As 
an indication of what we mean by facts and truths being mate- 
tially helpful and instructive, we refer the reader to our SELF- 
CULTURE DEPARTMENT, edited by the ‘‘AUTHOR OF 
PRESTON PAPERS,” whose initial contribution appears in 
this and will continue through succeeding numbers. The ‘ Au- 
thor of Preston Papers’’ has been so widely and favorably re- 
ferred to in the public press as an able educator, speaker and 
writer, that an introduction here is hardly necessary. 

In like manner we refer to our KINDERGARTEN DE- 
PARTMENT, edited by MR. FREDERIC L. LUQUEER, 
Ph. D., a specialist in Kindergarten Work. We believe that 
there are many persons, especially mothers, who desire knowl- 
edge on the subject of the methods and principles of the Kin- 
dergarten, with reference to their application not alone in the 
school but also in the home. To tell the story of the Kinder- 
garten in a non-technical and practical manner shall be our aim. 
The articles by Mr. Luqueer begin in the March and continue 
in succeeding numbers. 

MISS MARY ALINE BROWN, editor of ‘‘Woman’s Tem- 
perance Work,” the official organ of the Women’s Christian 
Temperance Union, will, in her interesting and forceful manner, 
tell us of the origin and progress of the Union in the past, also 
ts plans and purposes for the future. 

MISS LOUISE BOTH-HENDRIKSEN, whose fame as a 
student and lecturer on the History of Costume is international, 
will contribute a series of illustrated articles on THE HISTORY 
OF COSTUME, beginning with primitive man, and conduct us 
through the manifold changes of intervening centuries to the 
fashion plates of to-day The value and importance of this 
series of articles, emanating from such an authentic source, can 
hardly be estimated, and the readers of ARTHUR'S have in these 
articles alone a rare treat in store for them. 


Miss Both-Hendriksen is not only the pioneer in America in 
her chosen field, but occupies it without a peer. The first article 
will appear in the April number. 

We purpose that our fiction and verse shall be elevating as 
well as entertaining. It must be good in itself, for we are not 
in sympathy with words, words, words, though they may come 
to us with all the delusive glamor of a celebrated literary or 
high-sounding social name. 
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Under the title of “SIMPLE WAYS AND MEANS FOR 
HOME ADORNMENT,”’ MR. ED. DEWSON will tell us how 
to secure simple artistic results in home decoration at moderate 
price. He will go with us from the portal through each room in 
the house, advising us in the use of grills and draperies, rugs 
and stained floors, the arrangement of furniture, and the many 
accessories necessary for satisfactory results. 


In the series ‘‘PUBLIC AND PRIVATE ART GALLER- 
IES, ILLUSTRATED,” we will treat separately each of the 
several best-known galleries. The text will so treat and com- 
ment upon the profuse illustrations that our readers will be made 
to feel familiar with the famous or distinctive masterpieces of the 
collection. 


“ILLUSTRATED VISITS TO OUR PUBLIC PARKS’ 
will serve to familiarize our readers with the natural wonders of 
our great country, and the beauties and the utility of the breath- 
ing places of our great cities. Special photographic reproductions 
of the foliage of the Pacific Coast, of the grandeur of the Yel- 
lowstone valleys, of picturesque Fairmount, of the statuary, 
architecture and natura! beauties of Central and other famous 
parks will give special value in the current numbers of our 
magazine. We shall inaugurate the series with a collection of 
charming views taken in the immediate vicinity of Niagara 
with an interesting description written on the spot by M. C 


Wt Schuyler. 
; FASHION NOTES. Suggestions will be given from time 
i to time for the mothers and daughters of the home, “their 


sisters, their cousins and their aunts.”’ 
HOUSEHOLD HINTS. On management, in all depart- 
ments, including cooking, nursing, etc. 


KINGS DAUGHTERS’ DEPARTMENT. In combination 
with Epworth League and Christian Endeavor. 


MOTHERS’ CORNER. Where inquiries can be made and 
answered, experiences given and general good promoted. 


MUSIC will receive its share. 


CURRENT EVENTS of special interest or importance will 
be noted concisely. 


The little ones shall also have a place especially devoted to 
their welfare and entertainment. 


In a word, we believe a home magazine should be helpful, 
interesting and entertaining. 


We cordially invite the support of those in sympathy with 
that sentiment, also their suggestions, opinions and criticisms. 


ARTHUR'S HOME MAGAZINE, New York. 


GENTLE READER.—HAVING READ OUR PURPOSE, IF YOU ARE NOT A SUBSCRIBER 
WE INVITE YOU TO BECOME ONE NOW BY SENDING ONE DOLLAR TO ARTHUR'S 
HOME MAGAZINE, NEW YORK. 
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THE DOUBLE STANDARD. 


OLD GLORY should wave over and ARTHUR’S HOME 
MAGAZINE Should be in every loyal hume, school and organiza- 
tion. Note this opportunity to secure both. 

$ addit ‘ ¢ 
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FLOWER SEEDS FOR NOTHING! 


Write to Prize Prize Flower Prizes worth having will 
HOW ? Flower Dep’t of WHEN ? “eens f Ar- WHY ? he slant 
\ H INE THUR’S INE trom the 


be given for the plants 
ME MAGAZI Home Maca 


will answer this question sent to any one by Pri 
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XXVili ARTHUR'S HOME MAGAZINE. 
Ten Dovvtars CASH. 


| TO EVERY READER OF 


ARTHUR'S HOME MAGAZINE 


who will send 100 yearly subscriptions at one 
dollar each, within four months from March 
Ist. In addition to this the regular commission 


Of 25 per cent. will be paid. 


FIVE DOLLARS CASH 


To Any One who will send 50 yearly subscorip- 












tions within the four months, and 25 per cent. 





commission will also be paid. 






This is the most liberal cash offer ever 


Oe 






made by a magazine. 


Send for Copy of ‘OUR PURPOSE ” 
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OF NEW YORK. 


It be- 
rtainments, 
suited to its own undeveloped re- 

irces, but little by little the comforts 
ind luxuries of Europe followed our 
his f en soil and be- 
ame a rule instead of an exception. 
lhe balls and dinners became gradu- 


»O it Nas Deen 1n this country. 


vith modest ente 


ally more and more magnificent, till at 


1 


last, in order to outstrip anything 
previously done in New York, Mrs. 
Charles Brugiére, of 80 Broadway, 
sent out invitations for a fancy dress 


was the 
, and awakened the 
same storm of protest from the unin- 
vited that later events have done. The 
was fortunately unoc- 


ball. For months this event 
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ipied and was annexed for the eve1 principal editor, called upon Mr. bre 
¢, but despite even this, the rooms voort to obtain permission for this 
r r-crowded. person to be present to report in his 
It was not then the custom for tl paper an account of the ball. He con 
g e wealthy to be reported sented, as I believe | should have dons 
ition of the general pub under the same circumstances, as by 
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FS in best be gathered from the words never be applied as long as Mr. Charies 
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; he period. Writing of the event in this Mr. Attree * hail fellow, well met,’ 
his diary he says: “Some surprise as they did on this occasion.” The un- 
eS, was expressed at seeing in the crowd a — concerned way in which society is con- 


man in the habit of a knight in armor tent to figure in the papers of to-day, 
a Mr. Attree, reporter and one of th the items supplied by members of their 
- irs of an infamous penny pape wn circle, the photographs by the 
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degree of elegance. We 


hough costume 
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spared,and the handsome rooms at And s : s es 
Waldorf were completely transtorm | sta ; landmarks ot t nation s 
hy florists and upholsterers. On this growth in riches in iltu Not only 
; occasion the costumes were confined <t of our own time must be out 
1; ' to the seventeenth and eighteent! cen ul vest of all nes, and education 
be turies. This naturally mack limit he ning ire universal eacn iv, tii 
which excluded nursery rhyme chat homes of the poor advance mm fine 
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: but when one considers the various” 1 ch: e\ lollar spent by the latte 
: countries of the globe quite a variety ts benefits the former, and even what 
possible,as may be seen from our illus seems useless extravagance has is 
1 trations There were Egyptian prin dual advantage as easing th I 
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The year of Our Lor 
sand Seven Hundred and Sixty-One 
Snow everywhere, as it 
Christmas! 
feet on the ground, 


House, whose grey walls rising weird 
ly from silent water had never seen 
wilder weather since the days of the 
Third Edward, when they first 
weather at all. Snow ever ! 
stretched shroud over deep 
woods which hung above the house 
precipitously, falling noiselessly into 
the broad, dark moat, wiping out decor- 
ated mouldings on archways, hoarily 
capping the old gateway-tower, driv- 
ing furiously against tightly-closed 
; windows, as if indignant at the rich, 
warm glow within! Snow everywhere 

: in Kent! 
Snow, in And at 
nightfall a mighty wind, 
came roaring and sighing and wailing 
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was thrown into an especially rampant 
state of exultation by the storm. It 
leaped and groaned so fiercely over the } 
heads of four chairmen who had just 
been ejected from the tavern, on the 


ground that they were too disguised to 
sit in it, and who were leaning in vari- 
ous degrees of dejected apathy against 


the outside of the house, that they be- 


came scared into sobriety by the sound, 
and presently walked into the bar 
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4 smiled by just raising the left cornet ld friend's visit to France in su 
of his lip a little and showing two ring times, especially when that old 
teeth. ‘* No,” he went on, seating him friend is secretary to m\ rd But 
self, “‘ 1 am not dead vet, though my Phet is nothing © stirring 1 
chest troubles me while this deplorabl I'rat said Mr. Barsac, still loo y 
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some tune. “1 wish to Heaven that eyes? They are flames that scorch, 
she had,” he cried. “ Anything would) man—amethysts which blaze!” 
be more bearable than the continued “ Damnation!” cried the young of 
torments of hopes raised only to b ficer, starting up. “ Tis my belief that 
lashed, of the wounded self-esteem, ot they blaze for some one else! ” 
the bitter humiliation, that she daily Vii varsac’s hand was in his left 


makes me suffer.” 


! 


ie saw the full glass standing po! $s ears hat left hand clos 
by his side—saw it in a pause sugges upon a letter which lay in the pocke 
B ril 


tive almost of awakened caution. ut tied round with a pi yl ybo 
he tossed his glass off, too, after a closed upon it like a vice! But 
glance at Barsac, who feigned himself pale face betrayed no sign of this em 
to be industriously drinking, and as he _ tion; the sidelong glance still fell caln 
had already looked a good deal upon y on the Captain as furiously pace 
the wine when it was red in the course _ the root Mr. Barsac took a pin 
yf the evening, this lastaddition opened snuff 
the floodgates of his speech complet “Tis impossible, said \\ 
y ~ > . i De 
No,” he began again, “it is ‘ The tru S the other answer 
at the beautiful creature has jilte iiter a pause, and staying his fren 
me, Barsac. “lis that she is so cold, so walk, a inging his head as if n 
mysterious, so utterly unlike the con iltog r relishing t mifessi 
mn run of women, that she turns a ‘the truth is, that having some sus 
nan’s heart to stone, even whet D it I was 
veats highest, like that mytholog 9 0 
issv we read of at Winches : 
eca er Captain Foster's clas \fis < o, Save 
sical knowledge continuing to ta 9 
" Mr. Barsac, s it his us 5 S 1\ 
eading histo n the fire, oft ; S 
no suggestion of help, the young 
yntinued his plaint ‘When I was \ Vhat?”’ This an 
first engaged to Miss Hawley,” he said \h1 arsac’s temperament, almost 
ere Was some tenderness in tl Wa hast 
she looked at me, some love that | was Ss me that s had ofte 
fool enough to suppose in the tones . er mistress passionatel 
r VO But I was soon disabus« ssing 1 she thrus 
RBarsat She grew colder and : ot af 7 
She tolerated my caresses, man, | : 
ul Till now, within two months of V1 tur f rself, no doubt 
uur wedding-day, I would as s 9 
think of making love to a statue as to Not so, for I never gave Miss 
her—sooner, by George, sooner! ” Hawley a miniature of myself. But 
You speak, my dear friend, of Miss this is not al Miss Hawley’s maid 
Hawley as a statue,” said Barsac, quite swore to me that her mistress indulged 
quiet] “And yet a poignant recol secret rresponder with a gen 
lection of her strange beauty suggests leman, offered to show me the next 
to mv memory a comparison surely lettet hich came into her hands to 


a I 
rv different. Miss Hawley is pal post told me even th wretch’ 





Sut those pale faces, Foster, nam 
hide most often a heart of fire And, And his name?” 
self-abused lover that vou are, with “Mr. Browne, at the care of an ad- 


vour talk of statues, have you forgot lress in Essex Street 


en vour lady ve’s wildly beautifu Once more Mr. Barsac’s hand stole 
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pocket, once more it f: Br t the address 


1 


the letter lying there 

tna piece of blue ribbe 
lottar PM . Pt } sack n< 

letter like a aid that ich name was known 


yn, he fellow stared, and 

‘-losed upon that 
ssvatla le : 1¢ 73) 
withdrew itself soiltiy, 
‘e handkerchief as if t 
fine nostrils which 


upon which she 
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into a white rage. She is like an em 
bodied storm when she is angry—by 
heavens! she looks more lovely than 
ever—said that she saw now that | was 
unworthy of her; told me that she 
would never see me again—forbade 
me the house; and, for my part, I went 
out, at the moment thinking that I was 
well out of a bad bargain. But heaven 
help me for a miserable, weak wretch, | 
little even then knew her power. This 
girl, Barsac, has infected me—bewitch 
ed me—what you will. I pined without 
her like a wretch in consumption. | 
lingered round the old Moat House o’ 
nights till the sun struck her windows 
[ neither ate, slept, nor drank. I lived 
on her likeness till I felt myself posi- 
tively dying, as ’twere. And then” 
here the heroics came to an end some 
what suddenly—“ and then, not being 
able to support myself any longer, and 
knowing that the beautiful witch was 
staying for a day or two with her aunts 
in the town, I wrote a most humble let- 
ter craving for forgiveness, and en 
closed two tickets for this accursed 
masquerade.” 

‘And the offended goddess relented, 
to judge from your dress.” 

“Ay, she wrote and forgave me 
said that | might accompany her to the 
masauerade, but on one condition.” 

“ And the condition? ”’ 

“That I should wear this accursed 
Highland dress.” 

Mr. Barsac sat up in his chair with 
an alertness quite unusual to him. It 
might have been the light which faded 
momentarily, but his face seemed to 
have changed; the sneer on the left- 
hand corner of the mouth showed itself 
palpably. All these signs were, how- 
ever, like the passing shadow on a clear 
lake, and passed as they had come 
like a shadow. 

“And in your Highland dress 
which, by the way, though a trifle un- 
seasonable, becomes you vastly well 
and in your Highland dress,” he said, 
preparing with much elaborate deli 
cacy to take a pinch of snuff, “ you 
found favor once more in offended 
Beauty's eyes.” 
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“In my Highland dress | received a 
humiliation more galling than ever 
a humiliation, sir, which no gentleman 
could have brooked, as | did not brook 
it. What think you was my lady's 
first address to a lover who had so 
humbied himself to her flighty will 
What think you was her first ad 
dress, as she came forward radiant 
all her beauty to greet me? ‘Ah!’ she 


cried, those wicked blue eyes blazing 


with rapture! ‘Ah! how you are like 
him! But no! (stepping back, as it 
were, from me) not so distinguishe: 
Not so noble!’ ” 

There was no mistake about it this 


time. Mr. Barsac’s snuff-box droppe 
with a loud clatter on the floor, and 
when | 

to pick it up his complexion had turned 
the color of impure wax. The 
change which had curdled, as it were 
that impassivity was so marked that 


+ 


the young officer noticed it, even in the 


1e raised his face after stooping 


to 


climax of his own excitement. 
“Good heavens, Barsac! are you 
* he cried. 


But Mr. Barsac, who had 


risen to 
pace the room, hastily turned to t 


inquiry a face which had regained its 
accustomed calm. 

“ But a passing faintness,” he said 

The atmosphere strikes me as close 
somewhat.” Then, coming close up to 
the Captain, he looked him full in the 
face with an expression of a doubtful 
character, intended, 
vey sympathy. “ As to your difficult 
with Miss Hawley,” he said, “ it has in 
terested me interested me, indeed, 
greatly. It promises mystery, and 
mystery has for me a charm. Nor do 
I think, when I have solved the prob 
lem, you will have cause to regret hav 
ing placed yourself in my hands 
is to say, if you will condescend to obs 


h wwever, to con 


my instructions implicitly. Have 
your word for this, Foster?” 
“Undoubtedly, Barsac. And you 


will accept, pray, my very grateful 
thanks for your interference. What is 
your first order?” 

‘You will return to Madame ¢ 
nely’s masquerade with me.” 
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sssible, man. Consider the somewhat acid impression there. One 
ly | have drunk.” reminiscence of the late interview, 
"Tis all out of you by tl however, presented itself more vividly 
vo chairs, there!” calling than all the rest; so vividly, just as 
door Madame Cornely’s blazing grand en- 

n the chairmen had an trance came into sight, that Captain 
emselves ready, after plung- Foster, on alighting, felt compelled to 


heads into freezing water, Mr ‘all his companion’s attention to it. 
,.. + 


s 


ist aS he was leaving tn barsac, ne sai yOu will re 


o Captain Foster, who member that Miss Hawley, when she 








ng him, and said, quit saw me in this Highland dress, said, 
Now you are like him?’ ”’ 
ay, to solve this myster Yes, | remember your saying so 
satisfactorily to your ow1 \ singular saying. 
is I have no doubt but that “ Yet when you first entered the 
ll be necessary formeto  coffee-room you said the same thing. 
f these mysterious let Oh, ves, you did, for I heard you, man! 
so long since I have bee You sai “Gad! what a likeness!’ 
y a sight of Miss Hawley’s What a likeness to whom?” 
vuld be well if my mem To som me whom I saw in 
: 1. Hav ua scra Fy S Mr. Bars 
£ iwDout yo a pos 
pe anyth 1g! 
envelope of her last | 
serv Ah, het is! 
ery apitally,” said Ba HE M NI 
into s left fo 
1 with | WI! the two g emen entered 
rn door by this time the portals of Carlisle House they were 
ita night! ’ greeted with polite shouts to go in and 
g eived the order, “ T: have their money’s worth while there 
s, and quick, rascals!’ vas vet time—an invitation which they 
set off at a smart trot found some difficulty in accepting by 
effects of frosty air on reason of the tremendous crush which 
a vith drinking was pres surged about the doors. Babel pre 
strated by a series of graceful vailed. Nor was the presence of law 
part from Soho ind order anywhere apparent except 
heir fares, however, r¢ 1) the person of an old watchman, 
us of these curves. As armed with a lantern, with a pipe, and 
both were rapt in a in instinct of self-preservation, who 
trospection viewed the scene tranquilly from a 
rs 1a train of meditations listance of fifty paces. Meanwhile all 
perhaps, his own. Captair London seemed let loose to babble and 
ibt as to whether Bur shout and curse and swear and bully 


show his hand. Certain Her vas a hackney oachman 
] 


s newly-recovered friend juarrelling over his fare according to 
sus in the gloom of the the immemorial custom of hackney 


7 


hair. What did he mean, for coachmen in all ages. Here two chair- 


~ 


y suggesting that his con men, full of mocks and gibes, stared 
| placed him in his hands neredulously at a hackney coach, as if 


es he to be in the position to asking what such a strange manifesta- 
rs? Such thoughts passed _ tion of wheels, horseflesh, and foolish- 
he Captain’s brain, and lefta ness might mean. Coach and sedan 
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into a white rage. She is like an em 
bodied storm when she is angry—by 
heavens! she looks more lovely than 
ever—said that she saw now that | was 
unworthy of her; told me that she 
would never see me again—forbade 
me the house; and, for my part, | went 
out, at the moment thinking that I was 
well out of a bad bargain. But heaven 
help me for a miserable, weak wretch, | 
little even then knew her power. This 
girl, Barsac, has infected me—bewitch 
ed me—what you will. | pined without 
her like a wretch in consumption. | 
lingered round the old Moat House o’ 
nights till the sun struck her windows. 
I neither ate, slept, nor drank. I lived 
on her likeness till I felt myself posi 
tively dying, as ‘twere. And then” 
here the heroics came to an end some 
what suddenly—“ and then, not being 
able to support myself any longer, and 
knowing that the beautiful witch was 
staying for a day or two with her aunts 
in the town, I wrote a most humble let 
ter craving for forgiveness, and en 
closed two tickets for this accursed 
masquerade.” 

‘“* And the offended goddess relented, 
to judge from your dress.” 

“ Ay, she wrote and forgave me 
said that I might accompany her to th 
masauerade, but on one condition.” 

“ And the condition?” 

‘That | should wear this accursed 
Highland dress.” 

Mr. Barsac sat up in his chair with 
an alertness quite unusual to him. It 
might have been the light which faded 
momentarily, but his face seemed to 
have changed; the sneer on the left 
hand corner of the mouth showed itself 
palpably. All these signs were, how 
ever, like the passing shadow on a clear 
lake, and passed as they had come 
like a shadow. 

“And in your Highland dress 
which, by the way, though a trifle un- 
seasonable, becomes you vastly well 
and in your Highland dress,” he said, 
preparing with much elaborate deli 
cacy to take a pinch of snuff, “ you 
found favor once more in offended 
Beauty *s eves.” 
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In my Highland dress | received a 
humiliation more galling than ever 
a humiliation, sir, which no gentleman 
could have brooked, as | did not brook 
it. What think you was my lady's 
first address to a lover who had so 
humbled himself to her flighty will 
What think you was her first ad 
dress, as she came forward radiant 
all her beauty to greet me? *‘ Ah!’ she 
cried, those wicked blue eyes blazing 
with rapture! ‘Ah! how you are like 
him! But no! (stepping back, as it 
were, from me) not so distinguished! 
Not so noble!’’ 

Chere was no mistake about it tl 
time. Mr. Barsac’s snuff-box dropps 
with a loud clatter on the floor, an 
when he raised his face after stooping 
to pick it up his complexion had turned 
to the color of impure wax. The 
change which had curdled, as it were 
that impassivity was so marked that 
the young officer noticed it, even in the 
limax of his own excitement 
“Good heavens, Barsac! are you 
il]? ™ he cried. 

But Mr. Barsac, who had risen to 


c 


pace the room, hastily turned to the 
inquiry a face which had regained its 
accustomed calm. 

‘ But a passing faintness,” he said 
lhe atmosphere strikes me as clos¢ 
somewhat.” Then, coming close up to 
the Captain, he looked him full in the 
face with an expression of a doubtful 
character, intended, howe ver, to con 
vey sympathy. “ As to your difficult 
with Miss Hawley,” he said, “ it has in 
terested me—interested me, indeed, 
greatly It promises mystery, and 
mystery has for me a charm. Nor do 
I think, when I have solved the prob 
lem, you will have cause to regret hav 
ing placed yourself in my hands—that 


+ 


is to say, if you will condescend to obe\ 


my instructions implicitly. Have 
your word for this, Foster?” 
‘Undoubtedly, Barsac. And you 


will accept, pray, my very grateful 
1 c . - : rt 
thanks for your interference. What is 
your first order? ” 


You will return to Madame | 
nely’s masquerade with me.” 








irgeundy I have drunk.” 


themselves ready, after pli 


ls into freezing wate 


a sight of Miss 


us of these curves 





What did he mean, for 





placed him in his han 


aceite asinine! 


Such though 


aptain’s brain, and left a 
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somewhat acid impression there. One 
reminiscence of the late interview, 
however, presented itself more vividly 
than all the rest; so vividly, just as 
Madame Cornely’s blazing grand en 
trance came into sight, that Captain 
Foster, on alighting, felt compelled to 
call his companion’s attention to it. 

‘ Barsac,” he said, “ you will re 
member that Miss Hawley, when she 


) 
1 
i 


saw me in this Highland dress, said, 
Now you are like him?’ 
Yes, | remember your saying so. 
As ly ir saving = 


Yet when you first entered the 
coffee-room you said the same thing. 
Oh, yes, you did, for I heard you, man! 
You said, ‘Gad! what a likeness!’ 


[To some one whom I saw in 


THE MASQUERADE A \ CORNELY 


When the two gentiemen entered 
] lisle House they were 
‘ted with polite shouts to go in and 


’ 1.71 


have their money’s worth while there 


was yet time—an invitation which they 
found some difficulty in accepting by 
reason of the tremendous crush which 
surged about the doors. Babel pre 


vailed. Nor was the presence of law 

let parent except 
n the person of an old watchman, 
armed with a lantern, with a pipe, and 
in instinct of self-preservation, who 
viewed the scene tranquilly from a 
listance of fifty paces.. Meanwhile all 
I.ondon seemed let loose to babble and 
shout and curse and swear and bully 


Here was a hackney coachman 
uarrelling over his fare according to 
he immemorial custom of hackney 

coachmen in all ages. Here two chair- 
men, full of mocks and gibes, stared 
ncredulously at a hackney coach, as if 
asking what such a strange manifesta- 
mn of wheels, horseflesh, and foolish 


1 


ness might mean. Coach and sedan 
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pleasantly disputed for place and pre 
cedence as eagerly in 1761 as they had 
done in 1636. Link-boys rushing |} 
and there thrust their lights playful 
into people’s faces, revealing in sudden 
flashes outside reproductions of the 
scenes which were in progress within 
a young gentleman squeezing a 
pretty girl’s hand, an elderly husband 
eyeing a giggling young wile austere 
ly. A perpetual motion informed the 
crowd, now from the street, now from 
the assembly-rooms ; masqueraders at 


1ere 


I 
I 
1 
L\ 


1 


riving late, masqueraders leaving eat 
ly, the former encouraged by approy 
ing shouts, the latter subjected to in 
terrogatories such as these, playfully 
administered by the crowd:—”* Well, 
haven’t you found her?” “Oh, h 
won't dance with you, won't he?”’ or, 
“Oh, the shoes are too tight afte 

are they ” or, * Go home and take that 
hat off,” and pleasanfries of the kind 
till to be heard by the curious at the 
doors of popular routs. As this motl 
crowd, continually shifti 
ing into fresh formations, opened 
and there a clearing for an instan 
pictures were Gd 

rarv London 
delighted the eyes of the genre paint 
ers. A young fellow with a handsome, 
supercilious face, and something of th: 


highwayman’'s cut about him, lolling 


( isclosed oI conte mpo 
1 1 1 ' 


ife which would have 


against a pillar, with eyes fastened on a 
gold watch-chain dangling defence! 

FPoId WatcCn-Cnalin Gangiing aerenceiess 
from a Henry the Eighth doublet 
close by a thief-taker, with a patch over 


one eye, watching the highwayman as 
if they nad met before; opposite the 
two a blue-nosed Jacobite, fresh from 
the Blue Posts in Cork Street, his hat 
awry, his waistcoat unfastened, obliv 
ious of cold and company, his vinous 
gaze fixed on some reverie of Cul 
loden. 

Through this band of strayed revel 
lers Captain Foster and Mr. Barsac 
unceremoniously elbowed their way 
\rrived at what we should now call th 
box-office, two obstacles to their fur 
ther union were presented to their 
notice—Mr. Barsac, with a somewhat 
overdone surprise, remembering that 
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icket, while an attendant at 
the same moment pointed out to him 
that he was not in fancy dress 
“Well,” said Mr. Barsac, “as ‘tis 
clear that I can’t go in, | will just wait 
outside; there is a crowd there for m 
to study as well as here, and to a man 
yf my temperament a much more 
structive one. Go in, Foster, and join 
your disconsolate Fair, or she wt! 


weary of waiting for you 


~ 
Captain Loste 10 SW Ore lat no 
power on earth should induce him 
‘ +} } 1] ’ ] " > oat ’ 
enter the Dail-room aione, But, Sut 


is the futility of mortal resolutions, at 


that very moment a sul lorwarad 


ging 


of late and impatient arrivals realized 


for him this very undesirable consun 
mation. In the twinkling of an eve 
found himself separated from Barsa 
and a moment afterwards in the Plat! 
rf yuusands of rays, wh pitiless 
Wnated 1s sO \ i caso el 
State 
ly 1 from the ps sence O S ) 
panio Mr. Barsac | ume in aft i 
stant a new man. His eves gleam 
with cruel delight. Decision and 
ness shone in every movement. He 
Str l ap lly to the door yushed 
throu the crowd, elbow a ple 
> a i. I 
right and left indiscriminately; hurried 
1 few vards down the square to a doo 
where a link stuck into a sconce gave 
him a light to read b hen fever 
S pull 1 s pocket two pa 
pers 
Che first was t enveloy five lim 
DY Captain Foster as a specim«é )T 
Miss Hawley’s handwriting. The s 
ond paper vas a | er addressed la 
fine Italian hand, to 
Mr. Browne, 
it Lady Primrose’s 
in Essex Str 
first thing Mr. Barsac sai 
11S ie sam ind but $ 
euised! 
Then he read as follows 
These few lines to tell how in the 
midst of your cruellest wrongs a de 
fenceless girl’s loval heart beats true 
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you still I’xiled herself from het 
rightest hopes, spied upOn On all sides 
n on that where trust should bs 


tullest placed, she has but the mys 
us language of her flower garden 
cruelly 


herself the sentiments of 


to one more 


»>eXpress 


f xtinguishable fidelity and lov 
\ winter rose, much crumpled an 
vcle ll upon the trampled snow 
Y? af 1 and nicked it un 
VI oped and PIcK uj 


icobite,” he said, “for ‘May w 











| heartily second the wish! 
7 ] : 
St ma 1e 
. - ] ' 
I VOTaS were trozen on his Ips 
, yt rising from S 
‘ S en I Was SII 
SS sun Iirned i ll 
tv to stone, at a sight 
~ ~ mm Ms t 
ipproache 
(TT) ) site 
} . 
IO 1€ neg 
> i a 4 re | 
; , 
ssipated Old jacobit 
} 
S ew b Sig wnom 
1 
re ) f Mrs. ¢ 
¢ red V (apta 
t : , ! 
) 
‘ minutes befor: betwer 
| 
1 there passe Sud 
on rs +7 
: ka ld Jacobite made 
4 ' tio? finestiae> tHiad f 
? tion ot kneeling: thetall fi 
M a i @esetame temadtler tecm 1 
* ead Caution hastily, irned, 
the street It Was Dut 
T 4 
4 S ele 1 nig pi 
i | ) 
rs is SOON as seen B 
| Clear palpable po! 
I 
3 na 1a moment 
»! a . . 
j LV igainst the ra 9 
’ > 2 1 ‘ 1; 
é 1e damp stoo 
2 } > 
I l | S Ba S \ 
‘ : 
S nis Nandsome « ytnes 
s future, thoug vas 
Secret iry f St t ] 
] 
S i iOwn a iT, as 
| } 
S mat the bottom 
nN s hold osen g 
rit } | yePath hic f ‘ 
£ I NINngs DeneatnN Nis tec 
= ‘ ; " 7 
MOKeECM AaCTOSS a Lon 1O 
seen a tortune Walling’ for 
sp But discretion was 
t 


ssar self-command above al] 


, 
viped thi 





lamp from his 
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brow, poised his clouded cane, whistled 
an air jauntily, strolled up to the porti- 
co of Mrs. Cornely’s with all the lan- 
guid ease of a man of fashion, and with 


triumph, and cunning, and hate, and 


treachery, rioting—a very hell—in his 
heart 

Yes, there he stood—the uncon- 
scious cause of this excitement—there 


stood on the opposite k of two 
les of spectators, who 
the masqueraders as they | 
There he stood, | 
against a pillar of the colonnade in t 


are of the |i 


ran 


») Stare at 





task. Mr. Barsac closel\ 


resembled a 


dog-fox looking out of a ba lly-stopped 
art But his task was soon done: 
vas satisfied There could be no 
loubt of the matter. not t le leas It 
is Mr. Brown vas the man 
Mr. Barsac’s sagreeably tense 
x<pression of face relaxe He took 
transforming pinch of snuff: he 
ume Once mort s calm, immobile, 

S i IOKING Sé If 
But what a likeness It was indeed 
istounding enoug!] The subject of 


templation, tbe 


mvsterious Brown was simply 
: ‘ 

iptain Foste VM hiteen vears added 

» his life, but with fifteen vears which 


him much. The same 


inguid blue eyes, with the same mel- 
incholy expression of romance in 
lem, the same voluptuous mouth, but 
inely chiselled, the same breadth of 
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shoulder, the same stature almost to 
an inch. Mr. Browne, as he leant 
against the colonnade, was in truth 
Captain Foster complete, with but two 
exceptions. Mr. Barsac chronicled 
these carefully to himself. “ He wears 
a black wig,” he said, “ and, as Miss 
Hawley just observed, my friend the 
Captain lacks Mr. Browne's distinc- 
tion—his—what did she call it?—his 
nobility.” 

With which remark Mr. Barsa 
made a détour, and, pushing through 
the crowd gently, approached Mr 
Browne from behind — approached 
him very quietly, insidiously almost 
till he stood immediately at his left 
shoulder, till his breath touched th 
other man’s cheek. 

Mr. Browne shuddered. He drew 
his cloak closer round him, as if he | 
been struck by some sudden chill, the: 
turned hastily and looked at Mr. Bar- 
sac almost with suspicion. 





But Mr. Barsac was gaily humming 
a stave, and watching a quarrel on th 
ther side of the street between a 
watchman anda masquerader disguised 
as a Justice, with all the amused 
tolerance of a philosopher. Presently 
seeming to become aware that a 
stranger was staring at him, he turned 
slightly, met Mr. Browne’s penetrating 
look with an unembarrassed glance, 
anu, indicating the motley crowd 
around them with a slight gesture, re 
marked: 

“ An entertaining sight, sir, should 
you chance to be an observer like my- 
self.” 

. ‘ntertaining sight,” said 


It is an g 
the stranger, and removed his eyes 
from Mr. Barsac, as if satisfied. The 
stranger spoke in a voice singularly 
low and rich, and with a slight French 
accent. 

\ pause ensued. This was broken 
by a sudden buzz of excitement in the 
crowd; at the same time the doors of 
Carlisle House were thrown open by 
attendants arrayed in a livery peculiar- 
ly Mrs. Cornely’s own, and this action 
was the signal for a sudden manifesta- 
tion of activity among footmen, chair 


S 
} 
i 


men, and hackney-coach drivers. Th 
masquerade was over. Presently, to 
the sound of a somewhat solemn strain 
from the orchestra, the masqueraders 
began to emerge. This music, heard 
for the first time, beat into Mr. Bar 
sac’s brain. It seemed to him (M1 
Barsac was by nature musical) the 
overture to the drama that was com 
ing. For Mr. Barsac was a dramatist 
in his wav; and though he did not look 
upon his work in this light, he had al 


ready laid the train for a startling 





danger of missing fire 
\ certain leaven of disorderliness 
1ad from the first been perceptible in 
the crowd, and as the masqueraders 
| » show themselves in various 
ns of disorder from the ball 


“oom this tendency became mark 


1 ‘ ’ ’ 
Chere were two or tnree ugly rushes 





\ lady was unmasked; a young ex 
juisite clapped his hand on his sword 
her was an 121) oieam yf steel, inda 
crv oO! Se 1 for the soldiers Phe 

somebody said Cher s Bute upo 

which there was another rush, with a 
great deal of hooting, ending in a per 


fect yell of execration. And then the 
mob settled down into one fixed pur 
pose, as mobs do, and simply insisted 
yn every lady unmasking, whether she 
willed it or no. Flambeaux were thrust 
into shrieking women’s faces, masks 
were torn off, a riot seemed imminent 
and at this very instant the stranger, 
who had shrunk back at the first sign 
of popular excitement, said ‘“ Good 
night, sir,” to Mr. Barsac, touched his 
hat gravely, and prepared to move off 

Mr. Barsac saw his prey escaping 
nit of the toils at the very moment that 
the trap was about to fall upon him 
It was one of those crises in affairs 
which are not tided over without great 
risks run. He summed up the odds 
instantaneously, with that profound 
perception of chances which his pro- 
fession had forced upon him. Then 
he seized the departing stranger’s arm 
-stayed him in the very moment of 
flight 
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Pardon me, sir,” he said, feigning 
exquisitely the distressed relation, “but 
there is a young lady, very beautiful, 
the daughter of an old friend, who 1s 
among the masqueraders to-night. 
he mob grows rougher every mo- 
ment; you have the air of a man of 
greater bodily strength than myself; 
‘twould be an act of chivalry, sir, if you 
would stay by—if you would help me 
see her to her coach.” 

Accent, gesture, intonation, all were 
so true, that the stranger, who had at 
first seemed disposed to resent his de- 
tention, felt that a genuine case of anx- 
iety in Beauty’s cause was before him, 
to which it behooved chivalry, at what- 
ever disadvantages to himself, to min- 
ister. Mr. Barsac had, indeed, seldom 
played a better part. He had, how- 
ever, never played before for such high 
stakes. 

“ Very well, sir; I will stay.” 

“*Tis very good of you, sir, so to put 
vourself out.” 

“Sir, to succor distressed Beauty is 
an infinite pleasure.” 

Mr. Barsac was now in a position 
rarely accorded to diplomatists of any 
kind in this world of chance and cross 
purpose. He felt that, humanly speak 
ing, the step which was to start a sinis 
ter intrigue could not possibly miscar 
ry. The train was laid, the mine had 
escaped notice—he had but to apply 
the match. But at the moment his 
feeling of triumph was so intense that 
it became pain. His temples beat, he 
was unable to hear some remarks that 
the stranger addressed to him, unable 
to do anything but to keep standing, 
with eyes fixed, in a fascinated state, 
on the entrance, now rapidly being 
cleared of masqueraders, which was to 
diseorge his victim. Minutes seemed 
hours to the man! Would she never 
come? 

Suddenly, quite suddenly, she ap 
peared—a tall figure—of exquisite car 
riage, moving forward towards the 
door sedately, with a sort of insolent 
grace—a grace peculiar to herself 
by which Barsac knew her at first 
sight, though her face was still masked 


Captain loster was not by her side; 
indeed, the heat and the Burgundy 
combined had stretched the gallant 
Captain in the inner chamber, on an 
accommodating couch. Miss Hawley 
with one arm supported quite an old 
lady, who seemed half paralyzed at 


sight of the riotous crowd. With the 
other arm, when she had come to th 


top of the steps, she beckoned a gol 
geous coach, on which coachmen and 
footmen slept, and which was standing 
on the other side of the st : 
Instantly there rose a great derisiv 
shout of “‘ Masks off!” But the girl 
never moved. She stood there quit 
calmly facing the riot, like Artemis (in 
which guise indeed she had gone to the 
masquerade, though her rich furs con 
cealed the appointments of the god- 
dess), like Artemis facing a rout of 
Satyrs, grovelling and gibbering at her 
feet. But the Satyrs were this evening 
in no mood to be controlled by the 
voddess—at all events, not till they had 
seen her features. The cry of “:Masks 
off!” was raised again, and an ominous 
growl of impatience throbbed through 
the crowd. Once more there was an 
y rush. Mr. Barsac, feeling that 
the fulness of time was come, whis 
pered to the stranger, “’Tis she!” But 
he whispered to the empty air. Some 
hidden instinct had told the strange: 
this truth. He had sprung forward at 
the first threatening movement of the 
crowd, thrusting strong men off on each 
side with the ease of excited strengt! 
Already he had reached the botton 
ther instant he would have 
been by her side, when a ruffian dash 
at Miss Hawley, and with brutal vio 


reet 


step. In ano 


1 


lence tore the mask from her face. In 
an instant the ravisher measured his 
length on the pavement. But the same 
instant had done Mr. PBarsac’s work 

The goddess stood confessed! 

For a moment she stood there pant 
ino, transfixed like some beautiful 
Fury. Her lips parted, her fairy nos 
trils dilated with the very impotence of 
passion. Her face flooded all over wit! 
a most becoming crimson. The bru 


1 


tality of the assault had torn her furs 
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ym her neck, disordered her hair, and 
wild mass of auburn curls fell on 1 
er love panting bosom. 


a moment her eyes were not for 


ger. They flamed such shafts 





as 
f gnation trom their blu 
ths that the crowd dri 
1 sort Of Nail-circle, and even 
( Having th 
1€S WhO Nad insulted het 
goddess somewnha ap 
ised, tul those blue eves lor th 
rst time, tha very different expres 
ghting them, on the roma 
) ger W > Na SO § 
re ( leed. heir eves 
} roddess. vw ) 
: : 
i , : ; 
4 ) ire the roaring, rag 
nt a », Pay i e cy a gasp 1sop 
ea Dal i ted il 
wold har f . 
i =~ WOUIC lave lalif 
| 1 Tf steps on her b } 
4 2 Lil€ I l 
| yt the stranger’s arms 
My 1 
: sO yearning ly tor 
7 de 
: » fa ) 
sta ng on ae 
; } the steps, saw every movement in this 
i : " ? 
el vith a tigerish sort of smile fixe 
: lich seemed to draw 
on ¢ ‘ - -* * 
4 nM t eit corner of his mout 


wn almost to his jaw, and uncovers 





t Er » gleaming teeth. He saw the dead 
s pallor blanch the girl’s face. Hi 
4 ile sigh. He saw th 
é y inanimate beauty to 
3 tie saw the kiss, the pas 
Bi) kiss, which he printed on her 


Mr. Barsac ‘nt up al 


stranger on 





sir,’ he said, as the mar 
impatiently. “ You 


levnsien hh! 
i} aw 





5 idn lv well. But ’tis 
% \t the moment the sound of Miss 
ley’s parting carriage wheels 
7 he stranger turned 
a ecstasy of despair at the sound 
lesperation!”’ he cried. “I hav 
) : Si er for ever! sa 
_ ut, tut,” said Mr. Barsac. “ Hav 
! Bs. not told you that I am the lady's 


"S zi rs friend?” Hemotioned caution 
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but a frezy seemed to have laid hold of 


l would give KINGD«¢ MS,” he 
‘ried, “to know her name to see her 


lace Once more to speak to ner, il but 











] ef 1 
Kingdoms, my dear sir!” he said— 
+] ! ++! 
iN iwdoms tor su ’ o Put 
Meet me at my lodgings opposite the 
" =r 
(sate S Wes min it Toul ) 
\orrow afternoon, prepart yr rough 
ads. a \\ I wn to her 
ither s S get 
1 11 
V10 snat ) é ind 
s fatal contract he stranger de- 
; ; 

1 ) ¢ 9 rin the ab 
sence f flambeaux night had now 
mpletely falien on Sono Square 

parted into the nig! W h seemed 
| g 
49 . heey ae 1 £2.10 hie Tat) ] 
) Ss pon him and told him round 
: 5 : ee 
and round in gloomy, ominous folds. 
. I) - +311 Ps ot ae , ¢ rnae thea 
Vit barTsacC, Still Stanaing under tiie 
I Vy aeserte 1 ) mnade T Mrs ( T 
age a ~ jet ; a 
nely s, tollowed this retreating form til 
eC daft SS adda ro ner SWallowed 
up, and he heard but the distant hur- 
: , Sigg 
ed tread growing tainter and fainter, 
te oe ag scaial ee ae a 
it died away nto suence. Then M , 
Barsac, for the first time almost in his 
7 j 
iughed aloud He rubbed his 
ail wethae fran lv.and iwhed 
i is euler ita 1 a augnes 


moment from Mrs. Cornely’s now 
ymplete des 1 halls, and they 
told Mr. Barsac so, pointedly and to 
is face These two chairmen carried 
i young mar retwee them who 
seeme » be wrapped in infant slum- 
“ieee 
| Er F nN ved l » a sedan 





who iken in blissful 
ignoran 
Left alone once more, Mr. Barsac 
us summed up the situation. ‘“ To 
morrow, at four, I and Mr. Browne 


ride to the father’s house in Kent 
Then looking at his watch—‘ Well, 
‘tis to-morrow already—notimeis to be 
lost Before striking the quarrv, I 
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must arrange my terms Yes. 
Undoubtedly "Tis 


best that | should see my Lord Bute at 
once 

And ther Mr. Barsac, too, stole off 
in the gloom, out of the south side of 
the Square. And Soho was left as still 
and as dark and as desolate as if the 
masquerade at Madame Cornely’s had 


never been 
[1] 


tHE FAI OF BUTE S CABINET IN I I 
rER HOUSI} 


\ neighboring church clock struck 
two as Mr. Barsac was on his way to 


interview his patron; and two o'clock 


in the morning may seem an uncom 
mon hour for even an official visit to a 
Secretary of State. Mr. Barsac, how 
ever, with all his failings of religion 
and temper, was not the sort of person 
to fall into vulgar errors of time and 
place. He knew his man, or, rather, 
his master; besides, he had no ordinary 


secret to disclose, or to kee 


‘p secret, as 
impending issues might determine 
It may be gathered from this that 
Mr. Barsac thought that he was in for 
a good thing. He did more than this 
he believed that his night’s experienc« 
had put a trump-card into his hand 
which he had no notion of parting with 
unless it was made worth his while. In 
the way of recompense he aimed high 
Never before, he felt, had this tendency, 
been so justified; and the reflection was 
as a sort of wine, which urged him for 
ward on his walk, intoxicating 
most, making his steps reel, bringing 
inarticulate exclamations of triumph to 
his parched lips. This man was by 
nature excitable to the verge of epi 
lepsy. It is when such temperaments 
possess the added power! of control, 
when control is vital, that they move 
mountains. Their calm is deadly 
Leicester House, where my Lord 


him al 


Bute (recently raised to the dignity of 
Secretary of State) had at the time 
apartments, stood on the present site 
f the Empire Theatre, and was one of 


he Royal Palaces till the year 1766, 
when Carlton House came into exist 
ence It was built early in the seven 
teenth century by Robert Sidney, Earl 


been conside1 


~ Leicester, and had 
ably enlarged by the addition of Savile 
House Everywhere, seen dimly 
through the driving snow, sentries 
vere on guard. One of these, a Scotch 
man, with a phenomenally blue nose, 
barred Mr. Barsac’s way, as he made 
1@ alr Ol a proprietor 
for a side entrance, and asked him, i 

i pronounced North-country accent 


to stay where he was, on pain of being 


made a thing o’er which eagles flapped 


their wings. Then, suddenly recogniz 


ing whom he was threatening, hi 
grounded his piece, became painfully 

bsery t ind iffered even to show 
iit a\ 

Mr. Barsa wever, knew w 
vhither he was going, and entered th 
palace with a satisfied step, though h 
vas not altogether certain that he was 

t a little late 

\fter passing t ugh a long co 
ridor, however, and emerging into a 
sort of inner hall, he saw a sight whic! 
laid these fears to rest. Round a door 
yn the right-hand side,a group of some 


‘ 


welve men lounged in various atti 


tudes of muscular repose. Most of 
these men had broken noses—all of 
them had square jaws—hair cut to th 
skin—calves which seemed to cal 
aloud for fetters, and a uniformly vigi 
lant and villainous expression about 


the eyes, which proclaimed them pro 


s of the noble art. They were, 1 


point of fact, my Lord Bute’s body 
guard of pugilists without whom that 

t unpopular of all Minis 
ers rarely dared venture into th 
streets. They had just returned with 
their charge from a late entertainment 
ind were waiting to be paid. 


ilready mos 


One of them, quite a picture of sin 
‘wy depravity, who was lounging with 
his back against the door, having a 
straw in his mouth, nodded to Mr. Bar 
sac familiarly, made way for him, and 


opened the Ministerial sanctum with a 


kick, without going through the for 
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nality of knocking; upon which the atingly, as 
60 1] : ] F- +} oe } ‘ 

ollowing words came borne from the { their bein 
ist : 


nner chamber, in deliberate metallu When my Li 
m wos. * loos. keep quiet f Laake 
|) n you, vou Gogs, Keep qu lor thelr tel 


, erred | this doubtful invitation to (sive 


er, Mr. Barsac passed in, the priz sac, he sai 
ry hehter keeping the door open behind aug i! Che 
m purposely. They were tired of pi 


vaiting heir pay, and wanted to Mr. Barsa 


o to bed and be at rest. to the doubt 





ARTS 


tney nad sudden 


g worthy of their 


1rd Bute felt that he 


nerity, he removed 


9 


sUDLS 
hire 
had 


nes made them sufficiently uncomfortabl 


1 
nis 


1em »>HnIS DOO! 

dogs two guineas, Bar 

d, and let them go 
piace sii S ilKkKC a OC} 
who nad been cdeputed 


ful honor of paying tor 





\ tall, elegant man, dressed in sky s patron's bodyguard before this 
in} | | | ‘ ht d | ; Ca +] +} 
1i¢ veivet, Dut in his shirt-sieeves, was night, did aS he was Did with smotn 
n 1 ‘ : acd os | +] anzehaohter 
ling over a table in an oak-wain ered ses. When the prizehghters 
ny | 4? } . } bare 

; rte 01 studying an architect's id been dismissed, also using strange 
pea , ‘ Ty} £551} vord nd Mr. Bar returt 1 ¢n hi 
gy an Orang< 1 Tu VOTCS, allai Jil rAT Sai CLUTNCdG LO Tis 
11Z Jey Sige > PRE Fas : os 

a ind the sword wh Cal ie ound tne i Stl at mis 
he P ‘ , 
a 4 ( it, were thrown i idies 1a scented handkerchiet to 
11] i : 
; S ntoa ur by his side. A glass 5 nos 
WwW " " T ‘ " 
f i irafe betrave le tem i here vas 1 pat Ilé CK 
‘its O e proprietor A low ked loudly on the mantelpiece—as 
Vi‘ 1 , 
fire bore vitness to the st MUudly almos is Mr barsac s heart, as 
the Cale 4 + ¢ ] 
2 nts zea e eit a ne momen ielicate 
1 ; . - : 4 . P 1 
Mv Lor Bute, interrupted in his liplomacy—for selling his great secre 
was Ki , — 2 > “_ 
b ugh from Mr. Barsa ir keeping was con The man 
1 sort of languid irri waz all ina trembl 
TI , ’ ' ‘ ‘4 11 > 
lently supposed that his Are you co Barsa sked the 
» a ‘ : , : ‘ ‘ 
ic] searches had again student, not looking up from his book 
, n interrupted by pugilism; for he Mr. Barsac looked at the almost ex 
OT . ’ 1 , , P ’ 1 ; 1 
ised a pair of black and finely inguished fire, and said that he was 
ye ‘ , . ; 
arked eye-brows perceptibly Chen old 
itti ae : , , : ' 
s ev ncountered his visitor's. He he Earl rang handbs which 
ol ' ' , ; : 4 
faintly, and motions vas standing by s side ind said 
i pointedly » a footman, who ippeared 
\l B Ook a seat, eveing his awning Some coals for Mr. Bar 
1 ke His patron, still intent sac 
Ps spective ot Architect Che ma Sa 1 t ere were no coals 
t nore notice of Mr. Bar Some wine, then, for Mr. Barsac 
ro 1 
: ' not been in the room [he man, with a broad grin on his 
‘ t > s | ] + + +} 
y ( range in his han nuith, said that there was no wine 
) \ . ; ‘é ; - > 
nia ‘ ‘ trom time to time, and Why is there no wine for Mr. Bar 
j al ‘ /. . . e sy 1 
"y a rn ove! ie leaves of his book SAC king up 
nis aa REP 2 1D ae ag a a TY 
P RS vering Presently he looked up, Che man, le picture Of servile pr 
aa saw the classic forms of his bod, prietv in a moment, began a long ex 
vith Pie é igs : : , 
locking the doorway their planation of how the bottle ot port that 
ent , + 4 ‘pee’ - . 
swam with desire to be pai is Grace had given out the week bi 
os their labors, and to be at rest lore 
sin a ~ , ” + 4] tad ¢ 
ith ; Not gone vet, vou dogs said my But the irl interrupted the recital 
4 [ ee) “4 ‘ 1° ‘ , 

‘ F rd Bute He spoke with a peculiar for him somewhat abruptly You 
ra FP? 4 f a1 ‘ ‘ 1 1 11 ’ 1 oe) 1 ‘ 
> SS in i rawl, and let his co re a ireless Oo ead he said. 
sar ; call ce i el ‘» 

mn the pugilists with su and can go 


ib mtempt in it that they fid The footn 
tha es, ‘ : eT } 


hs ped 


their heads depr: Mr. I 





arsac a 


thd : af 


lan witl 


idrew 
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wn 


sardonic smile at this domestic illustra 
tion of nationality afforded by a Secre 
tary of State. 

The Earl noticed this smile. ‘“ "Tis 
three o'clock, Barsac,” he said, drily 


‘Your Grace may judge that | 
should not have presumed to distur! 
your State labors were | not the beare: 
of news.” 

“Let us hear your news, Barsac.”’ 
(My Lord Bute was still at his State la 
bors, as described by Mr. Barsax Hi 


i 
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was at the moment, that is to say, mak 
ing a small drawing of a perpendicular 
window onasheetofnote-paper.) “ Le: 
us hear your news, Barsac. ’ I hav 
seen nothing of you, be good enoug! 


i i} 





to remember, since your return—ah! 
have touched that prettily—since 
return from France, where | gather 
your mission was completely unsatis 
factory and unsuccessful. Oblige n 
by that india-rubber.” 

Mr. Barsac reached thi 
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His patron went 

leliberate BomMposil 

words slowly d1 
intervals 
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matter must be attributed to the dila 
toriness of our agents); we have failed 
hitherto, I say, to lay hands on any 
threads which connect this strange 
visit with the odium and the penalties 
of a Jacobite conspiracy. And so, Bar 
sac, if you follow me—though this 
affair, if delicately conducted to its 
conclusion, should make you for ever 

[ repeat that, as affairs are at present 
situated, | could not predicate how the 
matter would be received in the high 
est quarters, were this interesting 
stranger to be openly and uncompro 
misingly arrested in the streets of Lon 
don.” 

My conduct,” said Mr. Barsac, 
‘has, up to now, been modelled on 
vour lordship’s fears. But,” said M1 
Barsac, ‘were that * interesting strang 
er’ taken quite quietly in an old din 
ing-room, in an old house buried 
the country, vet within fifteen miles 
from London; were he detained there, 
secretly, decently, almost as a guest 
till I had time to communicate wit] 
vou—to trace with you the backward 

1] 


] 


steps of this rash visit, till they lead us 
as lead us they surely will, into the hot 
nest of some Jacobite intrigue—if, | 
say, | were to do all this exactly as | 
have described it to your lordship 
to say, ‘Here is this Rat, who has 
troubled all our peace, trap pe d quietly 
in an old moat house. Choose yout 
time, my lord, to put your hand upon 
him ’—how would the matter be re 
ceived in the highest quarters then 
How should we stand toward the hi 
est quarter?” 

Mr. Barsac spoke with passion: with 
the abandon of an agent whose first 
cautious step in a negotiation has b 
labelled by his patron adroit 

My Lord Bute paused for a minute 
before he replied—then, drawing fine 
lines on a piece of blotting paper, hi 
said slowly, unimpassionedly, “ Ii 
things were managed as you have de 
scribed them, Barsac, our situation 
towards the highest authorities would 
stand as nearly as possible thus—my 
position in the Ministry 


} 


would be in 
rdinatelvy and desirably strengthened 
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ind yours would be a justifiably re« 
ognized position of claimant for a Gov 
ernment reward of £30,000.” 

Mr. Barsac felt faint. The dark 


room, the dying embers in the grate 


the Earl of Bute himself all swam 
round in a sort of wild phantasmagoria 


He clutched both arms of his wey 


fiercely, to steady himself. He close 

his eyes. £30,000! It was a dreat 
| ' 

surely 


Suddenly he began to talk hoarse] 


‘ Write me an order fora file of so 


diers,”” he said. All sense of his pi 
tron’s rank had left him. Let then 
leave London before daylight Let 


them lie at some place within strikin 
listance of (General Hawley’s 


Ie 
My Lord Bute, who was already 
writing, paused a t this ominous name 
No Jacobite who had ever read of the 
red orgie of frantic butchery which fol 
] +1 ° ; f 1) ] 9 
wed = the rout of Culloden eve 


ought of the Duke of Cumberland’s 


sympathetic second in command wit! 


ut a curse and a shudder 

My Genera Hawl s hous 
said the Earl, “is a strange lure for 
bird of our stranger’s feather.” 

"Tis to General Hawley’s house 
that I nevertheless lead him at night 
fall to-morrow. “Tis imperative that, 
n case of an attempted escape, the sol 
liers should see Ou man | ey Cal 


see him as he passes with me down to 


the houses Fuhie ead tr six o'clock, 
leat +) ] +} ] ~} -) 

let them line the wood which fringes 
the carriage-drive tis as dark as a 

f° +} +} " ‘ 11 
wolls mouth, the cover is 1mpenetrabi t 

and I will precede our strange 
lown the steep descent to the house 
I can turn a lantern on his face in the 
act of showing him the way No 
of mistaken identity can then be pos 
sible When we have passed, let them 
surround the house at the distance of 
twenty paces.” 

Here Mr. Barsac paused, and wi iper 
the damp from his brow. The Earl of 
Bute continued writing quietly. Wher 
he had finished, he sealed what he ha 
\T tre 














as Venera Hawley. 


snouiad pCak 


fascination—of women.” 
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ym my directions, which are all im 


portant, being accurately given to the 


fficer in command? ” 
[They are accurately given here, 


said the Earl, calmly tapping the pa 
per “They will be in the officer’s 


ands in a few minutes. They will bi 
is accurately carried out.” Then, as 
satisfied, the Earl said 


Barsac, you are a shrewd man. But 


ie other rose 


even your ingenuity could not have 


lrawn such a prize with such a magne 
I can guess the 


; 


ittraction which brings our moth to 


turning at the door, 


said, with his sinister smile, “ None 


: ttar -« +} 7 
with better authority 


ian My Lord Bute of the mysterious 
He bowed, 


My Lord Bute remained standing 
ra moment, with a self-satisfied smile 
laying on his lips. He glanced at a 
handsome, imperious 
h hung on the 
vall opposit [his portrait represent 
i Augusta of Saxe-Gotha, the reign 


The Earl of Bute 


voking woman whic 


<ing’s mother 


k a pinch of snuff, and raised his 
brows slightly. This gesture was a 
ribute to departed passion. Then the 
arl rang the bell. He gave Mr. Bar 
sd ed instructions to a servant 
» entered, and bade him carry it 
afely to its address as he valued his 


n, when he was once mort 

ne, t Secretary of State returned 
rain W i smile to his old love, which 
is neither political ambition, nor 
nor Augusta of 


. 66 Dien a 
Airby’s “ Perspectivs 


iad been in 


mic Sextor,” which 
nted by my Lord Bute himself. 
[t still wanted an hour of dawn when 
Sars emerged from Leicester 
use with a reeling step and an eye 
ch blazed with triumph. For some 
me this man, so usually self-pos 
ssed, walked aimlessly, not knowing 
he was going, knocking up 
tipsy revellers, blindly passing 


Lit 
1 new instrument called 
} 
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ym his way, deaf to deep-mouthed 
plaints. Everywhere thirty thousand 
pounds burned before him—in the 
gloom, in the invisible sky, on the 
murky sides of the houses, on the 
soiled, trampled snow—everywhere, as 
f written in the dark with phosphoric 
etters—everywhere was the palpable 
idvertisement of the fortune that he 
iad gained in an instant. His forehead 
burned; then the fear struck him that 
le Was going to have a fit. He threw 
his hat on the ground, took up huge 
landfuls of snow in each hand, and 
yressed them to his brow convulsivel 

Presently he began to grow calmer 
agai some railings and 


vaited, trying to collect himself. A 


‘ 
\ 





light almost imperceptibly 
showed itself in the East; a watch- 
man’s voice droned out the hour—the 
lawn of Mr. Barsac’s fated day was 
ye 
With the return of light Mr. Barsac’s 
shaken self-control came back to him 
He felt ashamed of his disorder He 
‘lected at the same moment that a 
tal portion of his plan remained still 
unlaid. He made for Captain Foster's 
hambers 1 with some 
ung of his ite manner 
Coming dow 1 the grey 
norning lig h e of soldiers 
marching quickly, in grey coats 1€) 
passed mysteriously, noiselessly by 
hrough the deep snow There was 


vay down to the trap in Kent. They 
assed quickly by and disappeared 
, > (Oe ae - sit 
Mr. Barsac looked after them an 


reached Cap 

i in Bond Street, 
is he expected to be told, it being bare 
ly five in the morning, that the Captain 
was not up. Mr. Barsac, notwith 
elected immediately to see 


him, and mounted, amidst murmurs 


tf 
mq = 
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m the valet, to an upper chamber 
e found the gallant proprietor 
stretched, in a state of abject dejection 
and lassitude, on a couch. 


I have found vour rival, Foster,’ 
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said Mr. Barsac; “ you will gather he 
is more dangerous than | thought him. 
When I tell you that he has planned to 
carry off Miss Hawley this very night 
from her father’s house in Kent 

“Tis impossible! Who is the man? 
How came you to hear of it?” 

“The man’s name is Mr. Browne,” 
said Mr. Barsac, “ and I came to hear 
of his plan because he told it me, and 
because, as an old friend, I have 
offered to help him.” 

“T am vastly obliged to you. By 
God, I will drive my sword through | 
heart.” 

‘You will do nothing of the kind,” 
said Mr. Barsac, a sudden and new 


fear suggesting itself. ‘ You have al 
ready promised to place yourself in my) 


hands in this matter, and this is what 
you willdo. You ride down in front of 
Miss Hawley’s coacl 
her father’s house? ”’ 

' Ayer” 

‘Well, in order that my scheme for 
the entrapping of this audacious gal 
lant may be carried out as quietly as 
possible without Miss Hawley being in 


the least distressed by a suspicion of 


1 
1 this morning to 


what is going on (she is a complete 
innocent in the matter, my dear Foster 
as I shall presently prove to you), you 
will do this. You will make it your 
duty to see that Miss Hawley does not 





leave her 


’ ’ 
whatsoever. 


~s house on any pretext 


She is not likely to this weather 


“True; but she may. And if she 
insists on going out, see that you go 
with her. 

Barsac, these precautions do no 


“Tut, man! Precautions are but 
precautions, and are always b 
taken. At what hour does Miss Haw 
ley start for Kent?” 

“ At eight o'clock, confound it. And 
I have the damnablest browache 
Here, you!” (calling to his valet) 
‘bring me some ale and my boots.” 

Mr. Barsac was surprised at the 
early hour of Miss Hawley’s departure 
for her home. On inquiry he learnt 
from Captain Foster that the young 


lady had promised her father to be 
back from London early, so as to be in 
time to receive some distinguished 
guest. Mr. Barsac now remembered 
a remark of Lord Bute’s that he would 
find a strange guest at the Moat House 
to meet his stranger, and his curiosity 
was deeply moved. No interrogato 
ries, however, administered to Captain 








, 
Foster proved able to relieve it. The 
Captain professed entire ignorance as 
to whom the distinguished guest might 
be, and in the fulness of time departed 
on his duty of escorting Miss Hawley 
to her father's house in Kent to meet 
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sessed this girl; she shuddered at the 
thought that a weak woman’s agitation 
might have betrayed vital hopes. A 
prey in one moment to a hundred fears 
and bitter self-reproaches, silence was 
her sole solace. By her silence she 
could at least do no further harm. She 
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sat so still all through the long journey 
into Kent—lying back in the corner of 
the carriage, closely wrapped in her furs, 
that her maid, a lynx-eyed, demure de 
ceiver, who sat opposite, more than 
once thought that her mistress must 
have fainted, she lay back in the corner 
there, so deadly still. 

Yes, deadly still, but with her heart 
beating wildly for the Stranger of Ro 
mance, for the presence who had in- 
spired her with an ideal passion—a 
passion bornand fedonly byapicture— 
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who for years she had known and wor 
shipped only through a picture, who 
through a picture had recognised her 
in an instant, had suddenly shone out 
of a sordid London crowd, like some 
le : : eres + f > - 
splendid knight-errant of the past, 
shielded her from a mob’s brutal fury 








clasped her passionately in his arms! 
And she—she had betrayed him like 
some nervous schoolgirl! The thought 
maddened her. He might now be, at 
the very moment, as she was sitting 
there in her comfort, and her furs, and 
her luxury, a friendless captive in the 
hands of implacable enemies. Ah, no! 
the very thought was too cruel for 
Heaven to permit it. A girl’s prayers 
must go for something—such abom 
inations could not be. No doubt, in 
spite of her vile, criminal weakness 
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ie ODject OF he! adoration had passed 
vithout notice—had left England, had 
S< aped 
VLISS Hawley closed her SyvCa,. half 
Law, miss, look; there’s a soldier. 
These words were spoken in vulgar 
mes by Miss Hawley’s maid, but no 
1undered by the Sybil ever fell 
re fatally on hearer’s ears. Mis 


law rose from her seat as 1f electri 
oked out. Yes, sure enough 
ere stood one of the red-coats, whom 
icobite instincts had lea this young 
idy t yk upon as accursed, smo! 
ng pipe quietly in front of a tavern 
arriage was at this moment 
vassing through a village within a mil 


» stop. A servant alighted from 
ind asked if Miss wanted an 


it he is doing the 
{ irted, after s Y 
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, and the ma 
stress not to catch her 
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however, to take any 
bitory measures, thei: 
eaped from the carriag 
1 the deep snow, and 
rself suddenly in the midst 
ors, who sat drinking 


g in the tap-room of 


od there for a moment s 

s with her excitement and thx 

f the action that she was 

to speak. She looked like som« 
yn suddenly fallen upon 
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this circle of sin The Circle of Sin, 
having recovered themselves, recog 
nised her, and rose bowing. 

“Why do you tell my servant that 
there is no soldier here? ”’ she said. 

he Circle of Sin with one accord 

said again that there was no soldier 
there. Miss Hawley stamped her foot; 
it was a characteristic action of hers. 
“ How can you tell such wicked 

i 


stories she said. “ 


te 
} 


3aw the man 
nter the door with my own eyes.” 
Che Circle of Sin with one accord 
said again that there was no soldier 
ther Miss Hawley now asked for the 


landlord. She was told he was out. She 
hen asked for his daughter. She was 
id that the daughter was out too. 
Chen Miss Hawley, addressing one of 
the Circle of Sin by his name, Joe 


Hobbs, asked him how he dared to 
it r in this disgraceful mannet 
And loe H bbs, for all reply, begged 


he meant no 


tT lidn’t know how he offended 


he s; no so r in the house 
And then deep quiet fell upon these 
M S H Vic iia ( I V1lO 
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swore the elders to secrecy, and having 
irmed himself with a bottle of brandy, 


rejoined his ympanions, who were 
est Oo equestere l bat 
» Ly ] ’ | i - i} 
NLISS riawiey s nea&ri meanwiatie 


burned within het What was this 
wretch of a redcoat doing within a mile 
f her father’s house? Why had the 
man disappeared so suddenly? Ah! 
ie was afraid of being seen. There 
vas some secret trap prepared for 
somebody Che man had no doubt 
joined hidden companions. Treachery 
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was in al 11T 
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Miss Hawley felt chilled—wild fears 
passed tumuituously through _ her 
brain. Presently the stopping of tne 
coach told that she was at home. Now 
she would have an opportunity of col- 
lecting her thoughts in quiet. Quiet 
was what she wanted. 

She alighted, taking Captain Foster's 
hand mechanically, not seeming to rec- 
ognize the appealing look in his eyes, 
or the hand pressure which sought to 
detain her. 

She broke from him, hurried up a 
winding staircase, along a gloomy cor- 
ridor, locked herself feverishly into her 
room. It wasa long, low, narrow room 
this. Quaint tables, high-backed 
chairs, a small canopied bed in one cor- 
ner showed ghost-like in the flickering 
firelight. A window overlooked the 
moat. In the gloom of the winter's 
evening which had closed in the moat 
looked mysterious, wicked, deadly. 
The girl let her eyes rest on it for a 
minute, then drew the curtains close 
with a shudder. 

With trembling hands she unlocked 
her jewel-case and drew out a richly- 
chased casket. She kissed the case 
passionately, and then opened it with a 
ery of delight, and gazed rapt at a 
beautiful miniature handsomely set in 
(iamonds. The miniature represented 
the hero of the episode outside Mrs. 
Cornely’s, the distinguished stranger 
whom Mr. Barsac described as Mr. 

Browne, and as it represented Mr. 
Browne in the full costume of a High 
land chieftain, wearing his own fair 
hair falling in rich curls to the should- 
ers, it showed a resemblance nothing 
short of striking between him and Cap- 
tain Foster. 

Then Miss Hawley fell upon her 
knees and prayed. She prayed long, 
wildly, for the safety of the man whose 
portrait she held clasped to her heart— 
that safety which some strange, vivid 
woman’s instinct, throbbing within 
her, told her she had endangered. She 
prayed that he might escape out of his 
enemy’s hands, out of the hands of the 
wicked, blood-thirsty wretches who 
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had hunted him down in times past 
(and here Miss Hawley, with a shud- 
der, put up a little prayer for forgive- 
ness for her father), out of the hands of 
the wicked, who still panted for that 
precious blood. 

And as she prayed, Mr. Barsac and 
the subject of her prayer, riding wildly 
through deep snowdrifts, drew nearer 
and nearer on the London Road, and a 
magnificent travelling-coach drawn by 
four horses entered the avenue leading 
down to the house; and after the mag- 
nificent coach, and unseen by its occu- 
pant, came, marching silently into the 
avenue, half a regiment of soldiers 
They spread out right and left of the 
road; they lined the wood on each 
side; they drew a thin, red, cruel line 
around the Moat House itself, and, ly- 
ing hidden, waited. 

And still the girl, kneeling in the 
gloom of the dimly-lighted room, 
prayed passionately, in an ecstasy of 
rapt self-abandonment, in a blessed un- 
consciousness of the fatalities that were 
mustering out there in the wild night— 
prayed the same burning, simple pray- 
ers over and over again—prayed with 
a faith that should have moved moun- 
tains, that the stranger might escape 
out of the hands of the wicked who 
panted for his blood 

Suddenly, as if in answer to this 
prayer, confused noises interrupted 
it. Carriage-wheels grinding over 
loose stones, the opening wide of 
creaking doors, orders shouted, hurry- 

ing steps, the many-voiced hubbub 
which heralds the advent of a distin- 
guished guest; and then, after a silence, 
a heavy, solitary tread on a stone fioor 
—a tread which had something pitiless 
in it. 

It was the Duke of Cumberland. 

An hour afterwards the large bell ot 
the Moat House ringing for dinner fell 
upon the ears of two travellers, as they 
rode fiercely up to the door of the small 
village inn. The first of these two men 
called loudly for the ostler, the other 
sat motionless in his saddle, sombre, 
his hat pulled over his brows, his head 
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THE KING 
sunk upon his chest; he looked spec- 
trelike seen thus, through the steam 
rising from his heaving horse. 

The first of these two men, who was 
Mr. Barsac, dismounted, and gave his 
horse to the ostler. ‘“ We are for the 
Moat House,” he said; “ we leave our 
horses here.” 

‘he man said that they were wise 
not to risk a ride down a frozen preci- 
pice in pitch darkness. He then ap- 
proached the other’s horse and laid 
hold of the rein 

But the rider, speaking thickly, told 
him with a curse to stand off. 

“Why Mr. Browne,” said Mr. Bar- 
sac, “ we dismount here, if it please 
you. The descent to the Moat House 
is sO steep, th road so slippery, the 
night so dark.” 

Then | purpose¢ riding back to 
yndon.”’ 

With one of those curiously alert 
movements of his Mr. Barsac caught 
the bridle of the speaker's horse just 
as his rider turned him suddenly to 

irry Out this resolve 

“Sir,” he said, speaking nervously 
and rapidly, “ ‘tis impossible for me to 
believe from what I have seen of you 
really meditate such an 
act of discourtesy.” 

“ Discourtesy, sir! And in what, 
pray, does the discourtesy lie? I am 
not expected at your Moat House.” 

“No, sir; but you have prevailed up 

n me to introduce you as an uninvited 

tor. You have caused me a long 
in bitter weather. I have per 
my part faithfully at probable 
; to my health. ‘Tis not agree 
ible to see such labor wasted for a 
him, if you will excuse the speech.” 
And Mr. Barsac bowed with reproach- 








courtes Wounded self-esteem 

ae ie but he kent a feverial 

iS in his tones ithe Kept a feverisn 

grip of the stranger's bridle. The 
tranger seemed touched. 


“Whims govern me, sir,” he said, 
ind he laughed a little wildly; then 
hrew himself off his horse rather than 
lismounted. ‘‘Show me where the 
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“If the gentleman means Miss 
Hawley,” began the ostler. 

Mr. Browne gave a great start. 

“ Hawley !” he exclaimed, turning 
pale. 

“ Orley, Orley,” said Mr. Barsac, 
with a soft impetuosity. ‘“ These rus- 
tics never spare themselves an H.” 
And then he turned and withered the 
ostler with a look. This look of Mr. 
Barsac’s was simply devilish. 

“Orley,” said Mr. Browne. “ Or- 
ley! Hawley! God! what an extra- 
ordinary thing !” Then thickly to the 
ostler retiring with the two horses, 
“Ho! there you, sir! Send me out 
some brandy, d’ye hear? Pah!—the 
very name’s mention makes me, as it 
were, faint.” 

“An unpleasant recollection asso- 
ciated with it, sir?” said Mr. Barsac. 

A damnable one, sir. Where is this 
brandy? ” 

It came in a moment or two; 
brought in by a strapping, rosy- 
cheeked barmaid, who eyed Mr. 
Browne admiringly, and asked wheth- 
er he would not take it inside, out of 
the cold. Mr. Browne, with great gal- 
lantry, touched the girl under the 
chin and said, “ No, thanks, pretty 
one.” Then he took a good draught, 
and gave the girl a crown to buy her- 
self some ribbons with. 

“T feel better, sir,” he said to Mr. 
Barsac, who had watched this inter- 
lude with smiling face. “ Shall we pro- 
cee 1? “ 

‘At your pleasure. Thank you, no 
brandy. I will just borrow a lantern 
from the people of the house here, and 
then we shall be quite prepared.” 

After a minute or two, Mr. Barsac 
returned, carrying a large lantern in 
his hand. This lantern was not ac- 
quired by Mr. Barsac for the purpose 
of showing a road which he knew per- 
fectly; but for the purpose of showing 
Mr. Browne perfectly to his captors, 
who did not know him. 

The two men passed away together 
into the night. Mr. Barsac, walking 
quite close to Mr. Browne, whose 
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movements were a trifle unsteady, 
pressed him to put his arm in his, and 
trust entirely to his guidance; but the 
stranger refused this proffer irritably ; 
explained that he was a mountaineer; 
that, compared with his past expe 
riences, the road showed no difficulty 
So they walked on through the deep 
snow side by side. 

In the middle of an abrupt descent 
Mr. Barsac paused. He pointed witha 
hand which trembled slightly to an en 
trance gate on the left. ‘This gate was 
the mouth of the trap. The woods be 
vond it swarmed with soldiers. 

“This is our way, sir.” Mr. Bar 
sac’s voice trembled like his hand as he 
spoke. “And as our way runs now 
through deep woodlands, it is well that 
| am come prepared.” 

“"’Tis a strangely out-of-the-way 
place, surely, that you are leading me 
o,” said Mr. Browne. 

“ It is an out-of-the-way place,” said 
Mr. Barsac. 

He laughed unpleasantly, and led 
the way into the wood, preceding Mr. 
Browne, and throwing the light of his 
lantern neither on the right nor the 
left, but very carefully straight on to 
the road in front of him. The track 
plunged down now, almost precipi 
tously, through dense coverts, which 
had been allowed for years to run riot 

gnarled boughs of oaks twisted 
themselves overhead —the darkness 
was impenetrable. Mr. Barsac, walk 
ing cautiously in front of his victim, 
seemed to feel the hot breath of the 
ambuscade strike his face on either 
side. Arrived at a certain bend in the 
road, in the very densest part of the 
plantation, Mr. Barsac suddenly 
turned, and flashed his lantern full on 
Mr. Browne’s face. 

“ Take care here, sir,”’ he said, “ o1 
you will fall.” 

The action was instantaneous. But 
in that instant the eyes of the ambus 
cade devoured their victim. Fifty 
soldiers lying on each side of the path 
saw this man’s face revealed to them 
with an instantaneous vividness with 
which they had never seen face re 
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vealed before. The dark curls, the 
handsome voluptuous features, the 
melancholy expression, the pose of the 
head flared suddenly upon therm—a 
light out of darkness. There could be 
no mistake in the future on the part of 
these men. For them the identity was 
unmistakable. It was an eternal pho 
tograph. 

Che gate at the top of the wood 
which Mr. Barsac and Mr. Browne 
had left open, clanged behind them 
Mr. Barsac turned his lantern from 
Mr. Browne's face, directed it to the 
path in front of him; once more re 
commenced the descent. 

Suddenly he felt the cold muzzle of 
a pistol pressed against the nape of his 
neck. He was seized in a grasp of iron, 
and a voice said quietly in his ear: 

‘Tell me why you flashed that lan 
tern on my face, sir, or I will blow your 
brains out.” 

The cruel fear of death seized M: 
Barsac—-for a moment paralyzed 
tongue, limbs, brain itself. He lived 
a whole life in an instant. Then in the 
very jaws of destruction his instan 
taneous insight into the situation re¢ 
turned to him. In a moment he saw 
what was to be done. He feigned a 
slip, fell upon the lantern, extinguished 
it, broke it to atoms. 

“Now he will not be able to sec 
them,” he said, to himself. 

As the very words were on his lips 
and as if to give them the lie, the moon 
burst through the clouds. It flooded 
every cranny of the wood with mystic 
radiant light. It revealed the old Moat 
House, lying immediately at their feet, 
with such surprising vividness that 
Mr. Browne's eyes remained fastened 
on it, as if it had risen from the ground 
an enchanted palace. It revealed also a 
red-coat, half-hidden behind an oak 
tree. It was but for an instant that this 
burst of moonlight fell; then all was 

larkness again. There was a mo 
ment’s silence, Mr. Barsac rose from 
the ground. He thought the stranger 
had not seen. “ You are mad sir, sure 
ly,” he said 
And the voice of Mr. Browne mack 
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answer in the darkness in tones more 

melancholy, more fateful than Mr. 

Barsac had ever noticed in it before. 
‘Lead on, sir . . . Lead on!’ 


+ t + 


Chere were four people seated, at 
this moment, round the dinner-table in 
the great hall of the Moat House. ‘Two 
of these, Captain Foster and Miss 
Hawley, sat silent, eating little, drink 
ing nothing, eyeing each other now 
and again furtively, palpably op 
pressed, Captain loster seemed es 
pecially under the influence of some 
disturbing secret. At the slightest 
sound outside he started, looked at the 
window, looked at the door, then 
looked at Miss Hawley. There was 
misery in this look. ‘There was also 
pity in it. 

At the third or fourth start of this 
kind, which the Captain made, the 
other two diners noticed his agitation 

“ Damn it, sir, sit still, will you?” 
said one of them, a lean, wolfish-look 
ing old man, who sat at the head of 
the table. 

“Gad, the boy starts as if he ex 
pected a dun,” said the other, a burly, 
butcherly-looking gentleman, who sat 
under a sort of canopy of State at the 
other. 

The first of these speakers was Gen 
eral Henry Hawley, who had com 
manded under the Duke of Cumbet 
land at Culloden. The second was the 
Duke of Cumberland himself. 

General Hawley was a man of about 
fifty. But he was bent in the back, 
grizzled. His gaunt face, long al 
most as a wolf's, was drawn a little 
down on one side It was a 
mask merely—lined with age and 
pain, already half paralysed. This man 
who, in earlier days, had ordered his 
victims to be hung up in front of his 
parlor windows to help him digest his 
breakfast, seemed tofeelinhislonely re 
tirement the aid of some such digestive 
General Hawley’s food had long ceased 
to nourish him. He was a living skel 
eton, who lived on liquids. For months 
no solid food had passed his lips. To 














night, however, in honor of his dis 
tinguished visitor, he made from time 
to time a ghastly pretence at eating 
lhis attempted gourmandise was’ hor 
rible. 

General Hawley’s distinguished vis 
itor, though he was at this time but 
forty-one years of age, suffered like 
General Hawley himself from a prema 
ture decrepitude but years Of excess 
had branded him in a different way 
A deplorable obesity weighed him 
down. Racked with gout, his swollen, 
bloated face, his huge unwieldy form, 
his blood-shot eyes, were signs enough 
that he preferred the torments of dis 
ease to the tedium of regular diet. Al 
ways an intemperate liver, the Duke of 
Cumberland had to-night eaten anid 
drunken beyond even his ordinary fill 
tle leaned heavily back in his arm 
chair, breathing stertorously. The hues 
of apoplexy appeared upon his brow, 
but his blood-shot eyes remained still 
fixed upon the bottle. 

Miss Hawley, sitting like a wood 
nymph between a lean and a bloated 
satyr, had several times risen to leave 
the table (it was evident that an orgi« 
was about to set in), but each time het 
father, rousing himself from __ his 


gorged reverie, had told her to sit 
down 

Suddenly there was a loud knock at 
the outer door. ‘There was something 


ominous in this knock. Captain Fos 
ter started. He intercepted a look of 
inquiry from Miss Hawley, who turned 
pale 

The Duke of Cumberland raised his 
black eyes slowly from the bottle. “ A 
visitor, Hawley,” he said. ‘ No doubt 
the one the Captain has been expect 
ing. 

“ No visitor enters the Moat Hous 
to-night,” said General Hawley 

His daughter now interposed 

“ Think, sir; ” she said, “ this may be 
some poor traveller who has lost him 
self in the snow.” 

“ Then the poor traveller may rot in 
the snow, miss.” 

The Duke of Cumberland, still su 
pine under the canopied chair, emitted 
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; } amused rurgl The brutality 
3 tickled him—reminded him of bette 


a days. While he was still gurgling, a 
servant entered witha letter. He gave 
this to General Hawley, with a grovel 

subservience which this master 





e exacted from his household 
Che General first glanced at the sig 
iature. This seen, he read the letter at 
entivel\ hen sat up in his chair and 
ead it agau lt evidently surprised 
n rhe letter ran thus: “‘ My dear 
% (;eneral Hawley, I am here on State 
iffairs this night, with one who littl 
ws into whose house he is coming 
iat he 1s mv prisoner lo prevent 
iin i \ ne be pleased I 
Ipp! your lamous name, aS aiso 
it uur distinguished) gu 
5 Yours to command, Barsac.” 
E ' ti ded the letter 
k \l rsa hout on Stat 
4 \ Ha \ great star 
RR isp ~ ess! Her fathe 
4 Y Yes, miss, Stat 
S refore no business 
4 gy to the Duk 
"3 Highn we W 
a H 1 known a 
% ia brin i stra 
im M e al e wo 
“7 , } he , 
\ at f st 
nto sudden 
" 4 mn ) ive t 
my. T sf era 
i wT { 
A re turned to 
‘a H iess's plea 
: ww in ' 
4 H permissio 


E | in re ache routa 
1 , it 
w Mr. | ic and the strang: 
3 I the | Che servant d 
iS a pause roken 


()} 





I} 





rushing down a royal throat, the set 


vant’s quick tread across the court 
vard, the unbarring of the outer door 
During this pause, which seemed to 
her to last hours, Miss Hawley kept 
her eves fixed on Captain Foster's 
lace She saw her lover change color 
grow as white as a sheet—for the 
first time that night pour out a bumper 
hand and drink des 


with a trembling 


pe rately 
* Captain Foster,” she said, looking 


at him as if she would read his very 


soul, “you know this stranger, I think.”’ 


Oo do you, madam, cnmed Cap 

un loster, wing his glass on the 
table and starting from his chai 
1 ’ 1 +) rr 

W hat cried the General, turning 

terrible look on his daughter, as she 


od transfixed with terror, holding 
heart. “ What!!” 
Hush!” said the Duke of Cum 


berland, wit ymething of an aroused 

rest Your stranger is here.” 

\nd slow footsteps sounded on the 
rTI1¢ al 

She knew them in an instant n one 

| moment divined what wa ming 

inded the whole horror of the sit 

yn to its very depths Chis girl 

a whole life time in this tremen 

Mus interval But at the close of it she 


ad made up her mind what she would 


lo her hould be no recognition 
l Th 

\ second after she was face to face 

ava lle came from behind 

scree! hich had been placed 

inst t] loor, pause 1 gracefully, 

ide a slight inclination to the people 

ited at the tab! He was very pale, 

s was in disarray, his crumpled 


inen still bore the signs of Mr. Bar 


sa late despairing clutcl but he 

0] the chivalrous gentleman that 

( sta ere i moti ynless 

isap ec, \ 1 Mr. Barsa evil face 
pe vel ; shoulder 

; 
i\ oO mv way | Ica! I 

| } h ] ah melanch ty voice, 

and intrude where I have no busi 

ness This gentleman, however, who 

id vith me, tells me that he known 
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to you, and has prevailed upon me to 
throw myself on your hospitality for a 
night’s shelter.” 

He looked at the Duke of Cumber 
land as he spoke, supposing him, from 
his seat under the canopy, to be the 
master of the house. The Duke, after 
eying him indifferently, pointed to 
General Hawley. 

“You are welcome, sir,” said the 
General. “ Will it please you to sit 
down? My daughter—Captain Foster. 
You are acquainted with both already.” 

“ No, sir,” said the stranger. 

He sat down by Miss Hawley’s side 
with such an easy, unembarrassed air, 
that Mr. Barsac even, still standing at 
the back, an amused spectator of the 
scene, eyed him with amazement, al 
most with admiration. It would have 
been impossible for any one to have 
supposed for a minute that the two had 
ever met, and seen each other before 
But it would not have been so impos 
sible had Mr. Barsac been gifted with 
second-sight, had he been able to see, 
to feel the wild handclasp, eloquent ot 
sympathy, caution, love, despair, with 
which the pale, unmoved girl greeted 
Mr. Browne under the table. Gestures 
ire sometimes eloquent. This hand 
clasp told Mr. Browne all. A charm 
ing smile played on his lips. He bowed 
his head slightly, in mute recognition 
then looked up and saw General Haw 
ley’s filmy eyes fixed on him—fixed 
upon him uncertainly—in a curious 
prolonged stare. 

‘You were fortunate, Mr. Browne,” 
said he, seating himself, “in riding 
with one so well acquainted as is Mr 
Barsac with these inhospitable parts 
Without Mr. Barsac’s guidance you 
would hardly have found shelter.” 

“Hardly, sir, I believe. But I do 
not see the gentleman. He has not left 
us, surely?” 

“For a moment, sir. Mr. Barsa 
has some slight preparations to attend 
to.” 

The stranger looked up suddenly, 
and intercepted a glance full of mean 
ing between General Hawley and the 


portly person still lounging back un 
der the canopied chair on his right 
hand. 

“| think I| still lack the honor of an 
introduction to this gentleman,” he 
said. 

‘Content yourself, sir,” said General 
Hawley. “ The honor will be yours in 
time. lor the moment the gentleman 
prefers to remain incognito.” 

Mr. Browne colored high. In spite 
of another wild, hidden pressure of 
Miss Hawley’s hand he eyed both his 
host and the gentleman who preferred 
to remain incognito keenly. This 
glance was returned by both gentle 
men with interest. 

At this moment a servant brought in 
some dinner on a tray for the newly 
arrived guest, and a large flagon of old 
Nantes brandy. Mr. Browne's atten 
tion was instantly distracted. He at 
tacked the victuals fiercely Che two 
elderly gentlemen passed the brandy 
bottle between them—with equal gusto 
took long fiery draughts. Captain Fos 
ter alone sat silent, brooding on the op 
posite side of the table with his face 
covered with his hands. There was a 
silence 

When Mr. Browne had finished his 
meal he pointed to this despondent 
hgure. 

“ Captain Foster does not drink,” he 


said 

‘No, sir,” said Captain Foster, not 
looking up 

“ Then with your permission.”” And 


Mr. Browne took a great draught of 
brandy. Miss Hawley rose 

“Sit down,” said her father. “ Where 
are you going?’ 

She said that if she might be excused 
for a moment she needed her smelling 
salts. They were in her room. This 
in reply to Captain Foster, who offered 
with no great alacrity to get them. She 
left the great hall by a small door in the 
corner, which opened immediately on 
to a staircase. She leaned heavily 
against this staircase for a moment 
clutching the balustrade fiercely, afraid 
that she was going to faint. Then 
when after a great effort she had re 
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gained possession Ol herself, she went 

fleetly upstairs, crept through hes 
é darkened room, and, shrouding herself 
behind the curtain of the window, 
looked out 


She saw Mr. LBarsac in earnest con 


Bias 





versation with a soldier on the bridg« 
r the moat here were two bridges 
over the moat, besides this one immed 


en 
+) Seat ees 
=) 
< 


iately below Miss Hawley’ 5 bedroom 
window The girl visited the two 
rooms, on¢ them the Duke of Cum 
berland’s, which overlooked these two 
bridge 5 mn ich bridge she saw the 
same chilling t—a soldier silently 


a House Was SUI 


tryrel | 
) 


enead 


cilia acai ie i 
ZS a 





vith scent; then she went down again 
thoughtfully, qui » the great hall 
lor a moment she paused at the door 
stening sud voices were raised 
ursts of thick li ughter breaking upon 
hese, pro wee | the nature of this in 
erior. Miss Hawley braced her nerve 
for a chilling sight, and entered 
It was we yr her, steel-hearted 
l¢ was that it had braced het 
% rves. The sight was indeed chilling 
3 The Duke of Cumberland had risen 
ij from his canopied chair. Maddened 
a vith final draughts of brandy, follow 
a ig potations alrea deep, his brain 
4 id turned Resting his huge bulk 
* eavily on t table, he addressed 
a maginary assembly. In hoarse, thick 
* ents recounted the glories of 


illoden—the brutal massacres which 
d b mself and his gallant 





end opposite id followed hard on 
it dire day; and his gallant friend op 
& te bowed vid, ghastly face re 
a ted), " +1 r hle t t 
itedly on e very tabie, in mut 
= ybation of each sickening scene 
) etween them sat Mr. Browne, his 
4 nil lenched round } | hi 
ee in clench nda nis giass, 11S 
adly pal features writhir LZ fiercely 
zs? ear h red I niection ( )pposite to 
a m Captain Foster stared aghast 
z ding there, a silent, horror-strick 
spectator, Miss Hawley remained 
j irecognized. In vain she tried to at 
: t Mr. Browne’s attention—to mo 


“ ® caution, self-command, anvthing 
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that irantic gestures of a girl already) 
half distraught could impress on a man 
in deadly danger. Carried away with 
rising excitement, his pale lips me 
chanically repeating phrases of the 
deadly tale, Mr. Browne sat there 
heedless of her presence, like some 
wounded lion crouched for the aveng 
ne spring 

At last the climax cam« With a 
sudden change from mad venom to 
drunken jocularity, the hero of the day 

ribed his re ipe for suppressing re 
ited the roads from In 
\ugustus on the morn 


volts. He pai 
verness to | 


ing after the battle. Castles, houses 
its in flames ! A whole county ray 
wed with fire and sword! Men 
unted an not down on the 
nountains like wild ists ! Women 


violated after | aving been forced spec- 


tators of their husbands’ executions ! 
Whole families shut in barns and burnt 
» ashes! It was a saturnalia of 
] ‘ } 


iughter, told by a madman 


And the Stranger Mr arene 





what of him Repeating p! iT after 
horrible phrase louder anc ower es til] 
i] voice swelled above the reciter Ss, 
the man’s long pent-up rage found 


sudden furious vent. He saw nothing 
Mf the hall of the Moat House, nothing 


f Miss Hawley’s imploring gestures 


thir f +] ; i] vwrhicl] 
nolmning w the present peru wnhici 
hemmed him on all sides—nothing of 
ill these—only in one wild vision the 


bleak Scotch hill-sides sown with his 
slaughtered friends, the blazing vil 
ages—a whole county desolated for 
is sake—and the guilty two ! 

He dashed the glass which he held 
lutched in his hand with such violence 
yn to the floor that it flew into a thou 
sand fragments. He reared himself to 
his full height—his voice rang out like 
a trumpet summoning the guilty t 
judgment 

*Murderers,” he cried. “I know 
you now! By your works—at which a 
whole world has shuddered—by your 
works I know you! QOutragers of hu- 
manity! Twin fiends of Hell! I know 
vou, Bloody Hawlev! and vou. Butch 


er of Culloden! 
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FHE SUN SETS 


Che two were sobered in a minute. 
They sprang to their feet, with their 
hands on their swords. 

“And you,” they cried; “ who are 
your” — i 

“ Tam Charles Edward Stuart,” said 
Mr. Browne quietly. “ In such a pres- 
ence disguise stifles me.”” He tore his 
dark wig from his head, and threw it 
fiercely on the floor. It fell by the side 
of the table. He stood there confront 
ing his two brutal captors, in his own 
image at last. Released from their 
long restraint, his golden curls fell ina 
wild profusion on to his shoulders. He 
was Charles Edward himself—proud, 
kingly, at bay. 


“ Charles Edward Stuart!” cried the 


Duke of Cumberland. From the first 
time the word had been mentioned his 
Royal Highness had sat. staring, 
speechless, pale, sobered. 

“ Ay, Charles Edward Stuart,” said 
Mr. Barsac, appearing from behind th« 
screen; “and I take you honorable 
gentlemen to witness that he has been 
made prisoner by my instrumentality, 
and that I claim in your presence the 
thirty thousand pounds reward offered 
by the Government for his head. ‘Tis 
useless to resist, sir; on all sides the 
house is surrounded.” 

These last words were spoken with 
a hurried concern as the stranger's 
hand went swiftly toward the pocket in 
which, as bitter experience had already 
told Mr. Barsac, a pistol lay concealed 
But the impulse was momentary. The 
stranger did, indeed, after a pause, take 
the said pistol out of his pocket, and 
even draw his sword, but only to lay 
both weapons on the table in token of 
surrender. 

“T am your prisoner, sir,” he said 
to Mr. Barsac; “let that knowledge 
suffice. Meanwhile I would suggest 
that all discussion as to blood-money 
should be kept for fitter ears.”’ 

He spoke with bitter emphasis, and 


fixed his blue eyes upon Miss Hawley 
with a steady, withering look of con 
tempt. To her he attributed the trea 
son. The whole thing had beef a de 
liberate snare, cunningly laid from the 
beginning. It was the old story of the 
moth flying to the fire, and this brill 
iant, beautiful girl had lured him to 
his death. ‘There could be no doubt 
about the matter. The girl's very att 
tude bore witness to her shame. 

Dejection, indeed, marked it, or was 
it rather remorse? At the first mo 
ment of the disclosure Miss Hawley 
had sunk into a chair at the side of the 
dinner-table; and there she sat still 
her fair head bowed over it; her fore 
head rested on her hands, the very 
picture of a woman utterly crushed 
and broken down, resting there so mo 
tionless that she might have been faint 
ing. 

Not fainting, however! lor Miss 
Llawley’s eyes, though hidden, wer: 
far from closed. They were fixed, with 
that intensity which is born of an idea 
on the black wig which the stranger 
had thrown off in his burst of passion 
and which lay on the floor immediate] 
beneath her feet. On this black wig 
lying there, there centred, as Miss 
Hawley viewed the matter, a whol 
world’s hope Ss. Ah! if she could only 
get hold of it without attracting at 
tention! Suddenly with a change of 
posture she carelessly pushed a napkin 
off the table on to this wig. She was 
very pale when she rose from stooping 
to pick this napkin up. But she placed 
it back on the table, and without say 
ing anything, resumed her original po 
sition with her head resting on her 
hands. She was prepared. 

Meanwhile, a heated discussion was 
being carried on between the Duke of 
Cumberland, General Hawley,and Mr 
Barsac as to the disposal of the pris 
oner. The prisoner, meanwhile, had 
been offered a seat, and Captain Fos 
ter had been stationed at the door as 
a cuard, much to his disgust. The 
Captain appeared greatly perturbed at 
the turn things had taken, saw nothing 
of a rival’s capture in this kidnapping 
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gitive, and eyed Mr 
ly And Mr 

upon the Captain, and 
held his own with the 


Barsa 


, under es 
instant, by 
a whole regiment 
‘to your own show 
And here he fell 
in point 
sun, moon, stars, 

other celestial and opposite 
to tell him why the unfortunate 
Charles Ed 

be kept all night in an 
ortified Moat House, when he 


ht he 


once 


Chis 


xpletives 


otherwise 


quite 


comfortably taken to 
ndon and lodged in the Tower 


ow Mr. Barsac required none of 


aids cited to tell the 
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why had sounded 


's view n the matter, it will be 
And the Earl of Bute’s 
more to Mr 
stars Mi 
man s 
quite im 


rememberec 
VS were ery much 
moon, or 

um the great 

would be 


tO Say 


how a public arrest of 


en at Court 


adduced of his 


the Pretender might be tak 
uld be 


with 


’ 
uniess 


root! ce 
lac obrite 


1 
I 
connection 


existing 
He might be taken, however 
privately in the country, and kept there 
quietly, till such proof 
nvented, and then it would be a very 
different affair—an affair, indeed, of 
£30,000 for Mr And 
ere was the Pretender taken as quiet 

and neatly, and in as private a place, 
And here was a dis 
general (for the Duke of 
Cumberland’s fame was still clouded 
of Stace n 


cabals 


was found or 


Barsac now 
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was possible 
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he should be paraded in the public 
streets. The thing was absurd! 

“ Your Royal Highness will pardon 
me,” said Mr. Barsac, “ for differing 
from you—indeed, completely—but | 
have my Lord of Bute’s authority for 
the course I propose to take, and my 
Lord of Bute : 

But the Duke of Cumberland dis- 
missed my Lord of Bute to the warm- 
est portion of the shades in an instant, 
and asked General Hawley his views. 

“To tell the truth,” said the Gen- 
eral—he was debilitated again by this 
time, and was sitting propped up in 
an arm-chair—“ To tell the truth,” he 
said, “I side with Barsac. I see no 
reason why so distinguished a visitor ”’ 
(here he bowed with mock humility to 
the Prince) “should be ravished so 
suddenly from our poor hearth which 
he honors. Bloody Hawley! Bloody 
Hawley!” he muttered. “ No, let him 
stay here till he is—wanted. I like to 
see him.” And General Hawley eyed 
his new guest murderously. He 
thought, did this good-natured host, 
ef a certain “Oubliette,” which opened 
suddenly from the turret stairs, and in 
whose unsounded depths many an un- 
welcome guest must have medizvally 
miscarried. General Hawley looked 
at Charles Edward when he thought 
of this “ Oubliette.” He smiled. 

Mr. Barsac, though he did not to 
the full follow this engaging train of 
thought, rubbed his hands, and com- 
plimented this vulture on his sagacity. 
For his part, the Duke of Cumberland 
swore a dozen or two of oaths, and 
said that he washed his hands of the 
whole concern; after which he took a 
prolonged draught of brandy. His 
Royal Highness now became senti- 
mentally inclined. The memories of the 
disasters on the Elbe oppressed him, 
and he attempted some painful apolo- 
gies for his reverses of 1757. He was 
once more in the spirit under the walls 
of Stade, entirely surrounded by the 
French, and only saved from capitula- 
tion by an appeal to the King of Den- 
mark. He recited some clauses of the 
Convention of Kloster Seven, and said 
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that he was a ruined man; he wept and 
swore alternately; and, finally, began 
to see visions. He yelled out as if a 
serpent had stung him on suddenly 
catching sight of the Prince, whose 
presence he had completely forgotten, 
and swore that the Barn at Fort Angus 
had not been fired by his orders. In 
another instant he was madly direct- 
ing a pursuit on some bare Scotch hill- 
side. ‘Shoot, shoot,” he roared; 
“hack the devils down!” Then he 
suddenly fell upon his face, and was 
carried insensible to bed. 

All had witnessed this apotheosis of 
brutality in silence. When the last 
tread of the escort bearing the pros- 
trate warrior was heard on the stair 
Mr. Barsac, who had watched his im 
aginative eccentricities with an 
amused smile, turned to General Haw- 
ley, and said, 

“ Now, sir, will it please you to tell 
me where we can bestow our charge 
The night grows, and the gentleman 
seems weary. My General Hawley, 
do you hear me?” 

General Hawley roused himself from 
a sort of vinous reverie. 

“We will bestow him,” he said 
speaking with a ghastly sort of unc- 
tion, as if each measured word left a 
sweet taste in his mouth, and never re- 
moving his filmy eyes from the sub 
ject of this discourse; “we will be- 
stow him, I think, in our best draw- 
ing-room. Our best drawing-room 
will make a safe and comfortable 
night’s lodging for Royal limbs, it 
overlooks the moat, in case our Royal 
visitor should think of cooling him- 
self; and it adjoins the chapel, in case 
—ha! ha!—in case he should need a 
short shrift.” 

Miss Hawley’s shoulders heaved 
perceptibly. She still sat with her face 
buried in her hands, but her shoulders 
heaved perceptibly. And_beneatl 
those white hands the breath cam: 
very thick and fast. 

Mr. Barsac seemed satisfied with 
General Hawley’s programme for the 
comfort of his guest. He went up to 
the prisoner, who reclined in a sort of 
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nw her lite Lhe night was to be on 
ior her of historic action. Often in het 
wild Jacobite enthusiasm had her heart 
been stirred as by a trumpet call with 
hie thought of Lady Nithsdale’s re: 
ue of her Lord from the Tower. ft 
en and often she had envied that gal 
ant Opportunity; prayed dimly tha 
such another opportunity might be 
vers: and lo, a much greater oppor 
inity stared her in the face. But 
Was SO Imminent—it | 

stantaneously, that she felt halt ap 
palled. Miss Hawley’s sensations wert 


iad risen so in 


those of a young soldier on the eve o| 
his baptism of fire. And as a young 
soldier should do—a sober young sol 
dier, that is to say—she sat down an 

alculated calmly the odds in the com 
ing strife. 

Hler calculations were continual! 
nterrupted at regular intervals by 
slow monotonous sound, which cam« 
from a distance, passed her windows 
ind died into distance again. This 
sound, which at first she scarcely no 
ced, became at last so unendurabk 
that on the third or fourth time that 
curred she went cautiously to thi 
vindow to ascertain its cause; and sh 
saw that its cause was the contact 
~ Mr. Barsac’s boots with new-laid 
vravel. Mr. Barsac was making his 
rounds. A sentry on arms at each o 
the three bridges which led over the 
moat—to say nothing of the ring of 
oldiers in the woods—was not secur 
tv sufficient in his eves for his £30,000 
Tle preferred, as an additional safe 
yvuard, to keep the whole house at in 
tervals under the circle of his ardent 


examination. He patrolled it all night 
| 


alwavs with the same measured treac 
ilways in the same attitude of casual 
inspection his hands crossed behind 
him—his white face turned up to the 
vindows It grew horrible in Miss 
Hawlev’s eves, this pedestrian effort 
on the part of Mr. Barsac. It was to 
her as if the house had been enfolded 
bv a snake 

Meanwhile twelve o'clock drew 
near, and how quickly the minutes 


galloped! When the stable clocl 


tolled out the first chime of midmght 
Miss Hawley looked at her own watcl 
incredulously, only to find the stabk 
clock substantiated; and before th 
stable clock had ceased striking Cap 
tain foster’s knock was heard at tl 
door 


She went and opened il 


Come in,” she said simpl 
he Captain came in, blushing an 
on tuptor The gallant guardsmar 


had lost his martial swagger. Over th 
carpet of this shrine of beauty he tro 
delicately, as if on air. Arrived in the 
middle of the room he paused like ai 
awkward schoolboy 


Well. what is to be done?” he b 


reall 


What is to be done Wh 
Prince is to be caused to escape, to be 
ure, and vou are to be the cause hat 
is, if you wish to call me wife lf yo 
ever wish me to forget your vile cor 


uct of last night before the masquet 


ide and alter it 

Lhe Captain thought it best to su 
mit that his eccentricities of the mg 
before were due to wine With su 


a pl as Miss Hawl im store to 
him, and a prize which he had quit 
made up his mind he had lost for eve 
he thought it best to state openly tha 
in the matter of the Prince’s escape he 
was willing to lead the forlorn hop 
But that it was a forlorn hope he di 
not attempt to conceal 
"Tis impossible for us,” he be pall 
in the first place to reach him. Tw 
guards are at the bottom of the stair.’ 
“The stair is nothing to us,” sat 
Miss Hawley 
Captain loster stared incredulously 
He saw himself committed to a mid 


night swim in the moat, with a climb 


ip bare walls at the end of it, target al 
the while to the nearest sentry. 


‘ 


Not m 


ticing his embarrassment u 
t, Miss Hawley went on 
But the disposition of the oth: 
sentries. What is that?” 
Captain Foster said that the dispos 


Liv leas 


tion of the other sentries was from their 
point of view the work of the devi 
Chat was to sav, in the form of Barsa 
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this, could afford at this crisis to be 
generous. The Pretender had been a 
rival in his eyes, too, but he was now a 
rival defeated. 

“Sir,” he said straightforwardly, 
“ sagacity and myself, I believe, have 
nothing incommon. ’Tis Miss Haw 
ley who plans this campaign; I am but 
the volunteer who carries out her in 
structions.” 

“ And what does our fair command 
er-in-chief propose? ” 

She told him her scheme in a minute, 
as concisely as if she had been a 
schemer from her youth up, and this 
scheme had been matured for years. 
It depended for its successs on the 
striking likeness which existed be 
tween the Captain and the Prince. Th 
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Captain, disguised as the Prince, was 
by a bold divertissement, to draw off 
the troops in one direction, while th 
Prince, disguised as the Captain, es 
caped in the other. It was a simple 
scheme; the Prince smiled at its sim 
plicity. 

“Miss Hawley,” he said, * believ: 
me, | am truly grateful for your charm 
ing, vour gratifying care for my safety 
—for your courage in finding a way 
communicate a scheme; but I should 
be craven if I permitted you, or you 
gallant young friend here, to indulg 
in a moment’s risk in a scheme whic! 
must so surely miscarry. Captain Fos 
ter, however much he may resemb! 
me now, would not impress the sol 


diers who line these woods for 
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KING 
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ne unmistakably as 


ame down to the house—they saw 


Miss Hawley now brought off he 
] 


rsi (Pade ti ! oie produced the 


g spoken of, with all a conjur 

s calm, and clothed Captain I oster’s 
he twinkling of an ey: 

Will the soldiers who saw you in 


‘ 


wood, sire, not mistake the Captair 





ylack wig 
% iptain Foster was the identical dou 


hat Mr. Browne whose feat 


— loring had been so daz 
S lear to the soldiers’ eyes 
he g Mr. Barsac’s lantern. 

Miss Hay s preparations having 


eoun and approved, she 
ya conclusion. She tor 





the Captain’s coat and gave it to th 
Shi the Captain in the 
4 
’ \ I for you 
4 she said. Captain Foster, not 
ng quite clear as to where he was 
ng, asked 1 particulars. H: 
is shown t vindow. He made a 











a ry fa his window was immediate 
B ver one of tl yutside doors, cons 
y immediately over one of the 
lges of the moat. This was all righ 
3 it what was all wrong was, that th: 
dow is sixteen feet from thx 
und; and that a sentry, fully armed, 
P, id on guard immediately under it. 
4 he Captain looked and drew back. 


Bs [here is no way out that way,” he 
a ee es i 
>% [ should break my neck to a 


sentry would alarm 


A 1ouse. 

3 vliss Hawley said, hat of courss 
. ping that height was out of the 
3 stion, but there was no need to 

T rh rp r ¢ > 1 e 17 

inere was a rope -ladder ali 

a me +} » no 8 j 
ES idy vided to their hands;” and, 


} —_— 5 | s | s | " 7 
a CNnarming Diush on her tace, she 
a sied herself with tying those sheets 
ad recently graced 


s readiness of resource put fresh 
a rit into Captain Foster. At each 


a grade movement which he had at 


ind himself 
pushed further forward. He detected 
1 monotony in this condition of affairs. 
He prepared to make a move of his 
wn. He drew a small table near the 
window, and a handkerchief from his 
yocket. He borrowed another hand 
kerchief from the Pretender, and in a 


minute or two, with the assistance of a 


pair of leather garters and a sword 
elt, had contrived a tolerable gag. He 


ed the sentry below meditatively 
is decoration was intended for him. 
The Pretender watched these silent 
workers in his cause with a mournful 
(sod hat vas he so his 
ughts rose on him—that he should 
ty, such 


unalterable, beautiful, hopeful devotion 
| 


spire sucn iove, sucn ioya 


as this? An outcast, a gambler for 
hances with precious lives—a drunk 
ird—for this fateful habit which was in 
he end to sap all that was fine in his 
lisposition had already fastened on 
im an ominous hold—what was he 
that he should imperil any longer the 
yrtunes of others, for such a thing of 


reds and patches? No it was no 
} 


Miss Hawle — he said, “and you, 
Captain Foster, it is my wish that you 
should go no further in this matter 
[he danger you run, sir, is too pro 
nounced for me to permit you to en- 
‘ounier it. It is enough that Miss 
Hawley loves you to make your safe 


in my eyes. doubly precious. I en 


treat vou, na I command you—to 
sist 
ee | een. ants 
Dut iptain roster, with mucn un 


his labors. He was 
it working for the Pretender—not at 
r an exquisite 
vife, and he intended to win her. He 
tying the 
two sheets which Miss Hawley had 
notted together to the stanchion of 
he window. When this task was fin 
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st 
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inu¢ 1s taSk OT SlOWly t 


Sir,” my plans are complete. I can 
ise you twelve minutes in which 
to carry out yours—twelve minutes 
from the moment when I have put this 


gag in that gentleman’s mouth.” He 
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referred with a gesture to the sentry 
below, who was leaning on his piece, 
star-gazing. “ But you will not stir, 
sir, till the firing begins in the wood 
yonder. “Tis the firing, you under 
stand, in that wood which will draw thx 
soldiers from the other side of thi 
house.” 

‘Sir,” said the Prince, “ ‘tis cleat 
that you are about to endanger your 
life. I say again, | will not permit it.” 

“ My life, sir, I stake gladly for a 
vreat hazard; this lady’s hand, which 
she has promised me if, by my action 
of this night, your safety is assured 
Be assured, sir, that | know what | am 
playing for.” Here Captain Foster 
paused a little. Then, after a hem or 
two, he spoke those things which wer« 
in him. “QOne thing,” he said, “1 
would like you to tell me before | go 
"Tis within my knowledge, sir, that this 
lady has chosen me for a husband, on 
account of my personal resemblance to 
yourself: between youandher, sir, there 
has been a correspondence—that cor 
respondence, which came also to m\ 
notice, poisoned my mind: my know] 
edge of that correspondence has re 
sulted in this catastrophe of to-night 
My repentance for my share in this 
catastrophe is about to oe worked out 
by deeds. But, before I go, I should 
crave a word from vou to set two lives 
in tune.” 

“My friend,” said the Prince, for 
Prince in such moments as_ these 
Charles Edward ever showed himself, 
‘what has passed between this lady 
and myself has been but on her side th« 
most touching expression of sympathy 
for a lost cause, surely, which ever fell 
from woman's loyal lips; on my sid 
but the fervid expression of gratitude 
for such touching sympathy; and thx 
interchange of portraits cemented this 
bond between us. From this intet 
change of portraits has resulted all this 
trouble to-night, not from your jealous 
suspicions, as you are generous 
enough to believe. The realization of a 
dream of loveliness, which I had pos 
sessed but as a picture, crossed m 
path last night in the flesh. IT was 
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empted to improve an oceasion whi 

| had no right to make use of; to drag 
down the spiritual passion for a lost 
cause, unworthily personified in my 
self, which informed this beautiful girl 
to the level of a material attachment 
have met my deserts, sir, and | as! 
your pardon.” 

He held out his hand to Capta 
loster, who took it heartily. Then th 
Prince motioned Miss Hawley to ap 
proach. She came slowly; she had no 
gone the whole way with the Prince i 
his explanation of what had occurre: 
ller heart’s beating told her with dan 
gerous distinctness that loyalty for a 
lost cause alone had not drawn herselt 
and the most romantic figure in Eu 
rope into such mystic connection 
There were times when this fervid gir 
trembled for herself, trembled and 


truggled; this moment was one. But 


she came at his calling, put her cold 
hand in his, looked at him with wide 
lue eves, filling with tears, almos 
proachfully 

The Prince, with infinite grack 
placed this cold hand in Captain Fos 
ter’s. ‘Then, after a slight pause, h 
said in tones which Miss Hawley r 
membered to her dying day 

“My beautiful, faithful friend, sta: 
of my dark life, | had never thought t 
have been able to repay you as | can 
now for the charm your beautiful sou! 
has shed over a wrecked existence. Bu 
I know after what I have heard, after 
what I have seen, that I can repay you 
well. I repay your devotion with this 
gallant hand. See Charles Edward 
madam, not only in your husband's 
face, but see him in your husband's 
finer nature, ina thousand manly, gen 
tle virtues which Charles Edward ha- 
lost for ever. In your husband's pres 
ence see your King, in your husband's 
eyes read your Romance! And you 
will, madam, believe me, kneel to 
King worthy to be worshipped, an 
vour dreams will not turn to ashes 1 
your mouth !” 

He joined their hands in silence, an 
with a fine gesture indicated his bless gy 
ing. Then for a moment there was 
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Captain Foster felt that he was oy 
natched. H 1 hold still of Barsac 
throat, but so faintly that Barsac su 
len yund s voice, and used 
Garsac also smiled, and felt in his ta 
: 
ockets for handcuffs. Hurried foot 
ps came running from round th 
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Suddenly Captain Foster let go ot 
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started to his feet, and ran towards the 
woods on the north side of the house 
like a deer. Exulting shouts behind 
him told him that he was pursued; but 
he made on in his headlong flight till 
he burst upon the line of sentries in the 
wood. They were on the alert from 
the alarm given below. The glow of a 
watch-fire showed him clearly to be 
their man. They challenged him. He 
paid no more heed than if the wind had 
called, broke through the line, darted 
yn, On, up the hill. 

here was a discharge of musketry 

another—and another. A fusilade 
rose up in that wood on the north side 
f the house—a furious fusilade. 

“Come, sire,” said Miss Hawley to 
the Prince. He followed her without 
a word. Through the long corridor he 
followed her as Captain Foster had fol 
lowed her earlier in the night. But 
she treaded it desperately now, burst 
out at last into her bedroom, pointed 
to the open window commanding thx 
moat on the south side, pointed ex 
citedly to that open window—one of 
her own sheets was tied to the stanch 
iON. 

“ Quick, sire,” she said, “to the 
stables—the door is open—a horse is 
saddled. To Rochester. Fly!” 

Charles Edward bent down and 
kissed her on the forehead; then hur 
ried to the window and let himself 
down. Miss Hawley pulled the sheet 
up, and watched him fly towards the 
stables. 

Scarcely had he turned the corner, 
when a loud discharge of musketry 
from the wood on the north side of the 
house fell on her ears. 

It was murderous, this last fusilade, 
it made her blood run cold. Then si 
lence fell—on the north side of the 
Moat House. Silence everywhere, for 
a moment deathly silence. Then from 
the south side of the house, from be 
hind the stables, came a quick, hurried 
sound, which sent Miss Hawley’s 
blood coursing through her veins in a 
great ecstasy of triumphant excite- 
ment. This sound was the mad gallop 
ing of horse’s hoofs on a frost-bound 
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road; it grew tainter and fainter, thi 
sound, until it died away in the still 
night in the direction of Rochester. It 
was the signal that Charles Edwar 
Stuart had escaped. 


Where was Mr. Barsac? This was 
the question which agitated public and 
private minds at the Moat House, long 
after the hoax had been discovered; 
long after Captain Foster, lying 
wounded in the drawing-room from 
which he had escaped, had been found 
not to be the man he had personated 
long after the Captain and Miss Haw 
ley had received a royal pardon for 

ieir share in this strange adventure 

from the young King whose kindly 
heart proved more tenderly disposed 
even to the escaped Pretender than th 
sagacity of my Lord Bute had prog 
nosticated it would be. Where was 
Mr. Barsa: 

This puzzle was solved by Miss 
Hawley nine days after the eventful 
night. Nine days, that is to say, after 
Mr. Barsac had so mystically disap 
peared. It was solved by her as sh 
stood reading a letter from Charles Ed 
ward, detailing the incidents of his for 
tunate escape—reading the letter | 
Captain Foster, who, rapidly recover 
ing from a bullet wound in the thigh 
lay stretched upon a sofa in the very 
drawing-room from which that fortun 
ate escape had been effected. As Miss 
Hawley finished reading, the great 
sun, bursting from beneath a brown 
bank of cloud at the close of a winter's 
day, sank gorgeously to its setting. It 
flamed upon the moat. It turned it, as 
it were, to blood. And it revealed a 
mystery! It lighted upthe white swollen 
face of a drowned man as his body rose 
slowly to the surface. This face was 
unrecognisable; but a smile, which 
stamped there in death, distorted th 
left corner of the mouth and disclosed 
two teeth, was recognised both by Mis: 
Hawley and Captain Foster in an in 
stant, and with a shudder. The moa 
after nine days had given up its dead 
Mr. Barsac sneered even in death at 
the scene of his defeat 


e 
+} 
Uf 























SC ern 





about it.—C/inese. 


(QUOTATION The great law of culture 
Let each become all that he wa re 
ted capable of being expal 1 if po ible t 
full growth; resist all impediments; cast 
I ] loreign, espe ially all noxious ad 
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Fo = Com en a ‘ 
rs 
hoy 


in ITTY Nlorial DOW to tne lla tii tlic 


| 
ers of Arthur's I do not feel at problems of daily life and daily endeav 


like a stranger in a strange land, but ras itis possible. What can you do 
re like one who has been separated » help in th vod worl What will 


home and friends for a time—for ru do 

magazine is among my earliest Not a € missionary work of the 
rary 1 tions, and | well re world is to be done abroad, for there is 

yer the pleasure that | took in its _ plenty right here at home among those 
s, even as a child. As Life, with vho need encouragement, who ask ad 
nanifold duties progressed, I lost vice—even though they do not always 


fit for a number of years, and apparently take it—who need instruc 
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tual,” upon another “ mental,” whil ugher, broader, lie which is given 
ipon the third is found “ physical.” those who see a little into the * Be 


he absence of any one of these kinds 
lestroys the perfect heure of the prism 
ind equally it spoils the human. A 
well trained mind and a regenerate 
heart in a sound and well kept body, 
makes the symmetrical whole; and 
only a well developed, well understood, 
and well kept body—the parts of which 
are thoughtfully trained, the functions 
of whose organs are the subject of car 
and study—is a fit dwelling place for 
either heart or intellect. 

lor all these | want to provide some 
thing each month, perhaps in later pa 
pers even suggesting outlines for hom« 
study to those who have been denied 
in early life what in the world of letters 
they now want, for their own pleasur: 
and for the sake of being as broadly 
helpful to dear ones (as wellas to stran 
gers) as may be done where the hori 
zon has been thus widened. 

Come, then, to this department, 
bringing something if you can, carry 
ing away whatsoever you will, and 
bring your friends. When you have 
read your magazine, share its contents 
with some one. Not every one has the 
library facilities that may be yours; and 
the loan of a book, paper, or magazine 
(always insist upon its return—that is 
one department of ethical training) 
may be the “ open sesame ” to one who 
would otherwise remain without th« 
benefits of the broad views which it 
may open to half-closed eyes. 

Our opportunities for altruistic work 
lie all about us, and these may be im 
proved by all. To some the cup of 
cold water, a smile, kind word, or 
‘ widow’s mite ” may be all that we can 
give; but who knows the end? 


SPIRITUAL AND HEART CULTURI 


“Man's perfection is interior; a beast's 
exterior.”’—Turkish Proverb 


This corner is by no means intended 
for a display or discussion of doctrines, 
tenets, and beliefs, but to suggest ways 
and means for finding and living the 








ond; who are not entirely hemm« 
n by the demands and excitement 0! 
the present; to whom Life carries 
prizes Which demand effort 

We want experiences Ol those wl 
lave found out how to secure the bes 
and highest development, with the 
least expenditure of time, vitality, nat 
ural forces. Have you made progres 
nany line of heart culture, or spiritua 
advancement Will you not g 
our light so shine” that the dark« 
places of the world may be lighte 
Hlave vou found out how to inculcat 
and to practice (which is no more dit 
hcult than the other, for without th 
practice we cannot teach nor instil! 
ourage, perseverance, hospitalit 
kindness, courtesy, obedience, grat 
tude, energy, charity, humor, any 
all the minor graces of heart, soul, an 
life, as well as the deeper and rich 
mes? These, too, are parts of our pla 
for self-culture, and yours may be the 
voice or pen which will 
the uplift that will send messages along 
the highway of life until the dawn ot 
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\ head without mind 
tatue.”’ Russian Proverl 


In this special corner of our hel 
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there is ample opportunity for each t 
become a messenger of help to others 








Chere are those who would travel, but y 1 
circumstances forbid—and you can tel 4 
of what you have seen; while no neigh Me 
borhood is so poor that it has no 7 
something that will be of interest t 4 
ther members of the great family o! 4 
readers within our circle—a uniqu a 


variety of plant or animal life, it may 
be, a geological formation, a historica 
landmark, some manufacture or othe 
production that is peculiar to that plac: 
or interesting from some other poin : 
of view; and as each one brings his oi a 
fering to the department he benefit 
himself as much as he does the rest, fo 
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gives out, and especially if it gives out 
before the appointed task is done; 
every one who lacks flexibility, endur- 
ance, capacity; every one who has 
to work, mentally or physically— 
in short, any who have not physical 
perfection. Will they who have it 
please stand up and be counted, and 
then tell us who are yet struggling at 
the base of this enchanting mountain 
how you got there? 

‘* When should this begin? ”’ 

Che sooner the better; it can not be 
done too soon. The child who starts 
in life after having had the proper pre 
natal care by an intelligent mother has 
an immense advantage over his fellows 
who are not “ well born” physically; 
and if this care is continued until ma 
turity the difference between him and 
his fellows will be too great to need 
comment. 

“Is it ever too late to begin? ” 

Never. Emphatically, never. True, 
they who begin earliest—or they 
whose ancestors began for them—have 
the greatest advantage in the race of 
life; but like the penitent who enters 
Paradise at the eleventh hour, it is al 
ways “ Better late than never,” and 
while life’s lamp holds out to burn 
much may be done. Bryant began at 
the age of forty, and then accomplished 
wonders. It takes more effort as the 
vears roll on, to get the same results, 
perhaps, but it can be done by patient 
effort weli directed. I know a woman 
who even gained two inches in height 
after she was thirty. 

Does it pay?” 

1 will answer this by asking what 
price you would take for the difference 
between yourself when strong, well, 
complete, and that same self when suf 
fering from even one of the numerous 
lls to which the human flesh is heir? 
Give me the value of your day, when 
prostrated by a sick headache—or a 
nervous One—as compared with a day 
when your whole physical being re- 
sponds to the dictates of your well cult- 
ured will, and I will tell you whether 
t will pay you. It pays me. 

Is it a Christian duty?’ 


lt is our duty to reach the highest 
possible physical attainments, as it is 
our duty to grasp those of a spiritual 
and mental nature. Perfect Christian 
ity, perfect scholarship, perfect man 
hood and womanhood, demand perfect 
health ;and.we have no right to limit o1 
impair our usefulness by ignorance, 
neglect, or abuse of our bodies. Other 
things being equal, the well, strong 
Christian, scholar,manorwomanof any 
kind, in any walk of life, will accom- 
plish more for the Master, more for 
himself and for humanity, than one 
who is weak or poorly developed. We 
must not abbreviate our possibilities 
for work of any kind, in a world where 
so much remains undone each day 
Therefore, intelligent culture and 
training of our bodies is a Christian 
duty. 

We shall need then to study our 
physical needs, and perhaps in their 
seemingly natural order: 

AIR, under which we shall consider 

(a) how used; (b) for what purpose; 
(c) by what means. This will embrace 
talks on breathing—so few know how 

ventilation, plumbing, etc. 

THE BATH. Why (we do not 
always bathe simply for cleanliness), 
how, when, and with what. 

DRESS. Our third necessity will 
take in hints on some points, with fuller 
details on others; and if I break a 
lance on some of your old-time habits 
and prejudices, you will pardon my 
earnestness; it is a broad subject, and 
of vital importance. 

FOODS AND DRINKS. What 
kinds, their effects, what to avoid, how 
and when to use, etc. 

EXERCISE. These talks will 
touch upon manual labor, as well as 
upon gymnastics, and show how some 
of the common duties may be made 
servants of progress in this line. 

Under RECREATION, we shall 
include rest, how and when it can be 
taken, and must be; amusements, what 
kinds, how and when, for what pur 
poses and by whom certain things 
should be done. The sins of overwork 
vill meet our unsparing criticism 
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ginning, teaching seemed too intellec 
tual a work. But then there was the 
kindergarten. Surely one does not 
need much learning to take part in 
that. My heart-wish to be of use, and 
my love for children can be satisfied 
there. I will take a course in kinder- 
garten training, and so be a kinder 
gartner. Thus she reasoned. 

Then follow the davs of training 





Photograph by Moreno, New York 


and of the first class. We take but a 
glimpse of these. The first glimpse is 
in upon a group of children and their 
leader who is conducting the morning 
talk. She has been telling them the 
story of Aqua, the little stream that 
has been caught up from the ocean, 
and then sent on its way, through 
brook and river, until received again 
in the arms of mother ocean. The 
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leader is ending her story: “ The dea 
mother ocean was there with her arms 
outstretched to embrace dear littk 
Aqua; and she snuggled close, safe at 
home at last, all her pleasures and dan 
gers past.” “ Dangers?” asks one of 
the children, “ Where were the dan 
gers?” “ Oh, there were plenty,” a1 

swers the kindergartner, trying 


] 


think of something not too ridiculou 








Chen Neddie comes to the ress 
“ Why, don't you know—that big b rf 
that made the foam with her ba 4 
wheel? Well, Aqua might have gott 
under that and had her back broken! 

We join in the kindergartner’s 
laugh at this, a result so characterist 
of her efforts to think with the child: 
while she lives with them. 

A glance now at the theoret 
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To the right minded, the home is a 
never-ending source of interest and 
pleasure. One feels that the time and 
trouble spent in adding to its attrac 
tiveness is not wasted, if rightly ap- 
plied, and the reward is found in its 
added charm, and the attractive influ 
ence and benefits derived from it. 

So bear well in mind this fact. In 
furnishing your home, cater to your- 
self and family, not for your neighbors 
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Do not strive to have anything too 
odd; avoid “ fads’ as the folly of the 
hour, and above all things, cultivate 
a love of home in the children and 
young folks in the family. Comfort 
great 
lactors in gathering the family togeth 
er after the studies and toils of the day. 

An elegantly decorated house is not 
essentially a home; there is a certain 
necessary element needed, that no 
money can buy—no decoration, how 
ever beautiful, can accomplish. How 
ever, we do not intend to touch upon 
this side of the subject, only so far as 
the decorative surroundings may in 
fluence it. 

In decorating the home, the best of 
materials are the best in the end, and 
our advice to all who contemplate fur 
nishing or refitting is to do so a little 
at a time, if need be, but let that little 
be well done, and use only good ma- 
terials. 

Once well done, and with simple 
good taste, is good for all time, in spite 
of the manifold changes of Dame 
Fashion, as it is only the extremes in 
stvle that change; good taste and 
good materials will always hold thei 
own. 

Studied simplicity and restrained 
brilliancy in home adornment are not 
only true indications of good taste, but 
if properly applied—for there is dan 
ger of overdoing, even in this directior 
—show conclusively the trained min 
and hand. 

To make a home what it should b 

a cheerful, happy habitation—w: 
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must have it clean, bright, and whol 
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i¢, both physically and morally; ferent, and the effect disappointing, 
leanliness 1s akin to godliness, and vhen it is too late to remedy it. 

rehnement and sordidness never go lake a sampl roll to your home, 

nd in ind But not this alone it and study it carefully under its proper 

st be beautil ind existing conditions, where all 
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factors to be considered are exposure 
Rooms of southerly or west- 
or 


and use. 
erly outlook require cool tones; 
example, a parlor with a direct south 
erly exposure would be greatly en 
hanced by a paper in cool Quaket 
greys, lighted by silver or very sott 
yellow—the latter not too much in evi 
dence; such a wall gives added value 
to every color shown against it. With 
such a “ background,” add draperies 
of soft amber, or old-rose silk in soft 
tones, a carpet in camel browns, with 
soft laces in the window, and wood 
work and furniture in light natural 
woods, and you have a room harmon 
ous and attractive by day as well as 
night. 

Northerly and easterly rooms, where 
little if any sunlight penetrates, require 
warm, rich treatment to counteract 
their cheerless influence. Should the 
tones or tints be rich or delicate, must 
be decided by the quality and amount 
of light in the room, and the character 
of the furniture as well. Richly toned 
or tinted walls are desirable in well 
lighted rooms, with neutral tints in the 
carpets. In such a room the furniture 
should also be dark and rich in tone. 

In rooms with but little daylight, the 
walls and hangings should be of a 
higher key of color, with light furni 
ture and carpet. 

Use is another positive factor to be 
considered. Halls should be quiet, vet 
cheerful, and show a feeling of digni 
fied repose. The sitting-room and liv 
ing rooms should partake of the same 
qualities—a cheerful, dignified, re 
stricted brilliancy. The parlor and re 
ception rooms are in a great measure 
given over to the social side of life, and 
as they are used more often by artificial 
light, much that is cheerful and gay 
may enter in, still bearing in mind the 
element of restrained brilliancy and its 
results. 

Bed chambers should be bright and 
cheery at all times, tending toward 
simplicity. 

When pictures are to be hung upon 
your walls, especially if they are of a 
delicate nature, or if there are many of 
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them, the tone of the wall-paper should 
be very quiet, for if it is too much in 
evidence it will greatly detract from 
the value of the works of art. 

In such a case there is nothing bet 
ter than the plain ingrain papers, in 
appropriate coloring to suit the condi 
tions of room, Che following 
chart will be found a perfectly safe and 
reliable guide for color combinations 
for those desirous of making their own 
selections of wall-paper, draperies, cat 


youl 


pets, and other accessories 


White is a harmonious « with Black 


and all colors 


mtrast 


Yellow is a harmonious contrast with Violet. 
Lavender, Purple and Puce 

Red is a harmonious contrast with Greens and 
Olives. 

Blue is a harmoniou 
Auburn and Brown 

Orange is a harmonious contrast with Blue and 
Gray 

Violet is a harmonious contrast 
Straw-Color and Buff 

(sreen 1S a 
Russet, Maroon and Chocolate 


contrast with Orange, 


with Yellow 


harmonious contrast with Red, 
Citron is a harmonious contrast with Purple, 


I 
\ iolet, Lavender and Puce 


Russet is a harmonious contrast with Gree: 
and Olive tones. 

Gray is a harmonious contrast with Auburn 
Orange and Browns 

Olive is a harmonious contrast with Keds, Ma 


roon and Russet tones 


Regarding hard 
floors, 
for sanitary as well as esthetic reasons 
using the carpet as a square rug in the 
centre, with plenty of small rugs scat 
tered about. The floor covering should 
as a rule be of a neutral, harmoniou 
contrast to the walls 

Large and prominent 
should be avoided, as the eye shoul 
not be attracted and held, neithe: 
should a carpet “ fly up,” so to speak 
or in any way be too much in evidences 
Che carpet should quietly unite all th 
other accessories of the room, and ma 
be light or dark, as the conditions r« 
quire, but in all cases subservient t 
the balance of the decorative scheme 

And 


; 
words 


carpets; adopt 


wood wherever possible, botl 


pattern 


now, before entering, a fev 
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The second speaker was Mrs. Lucy S. Bainbridge, of New York; her subject was 
Mothers of the Submerged World, and Day Nuseries."’ She told of those mothers who 
live in the slums, who have to fight dirt, darkness, and disease, who have poor nourish 
ment, whose love of dress seems the only ideal that they have, and who contract debt and 
bring on disaster to themselves, through buying things on instalments. She tried, first, t« 
show them how to care for the body, and how to keep their rooms clean; and this could 
only be done by going to live near them, and keeping in constant touch with them. She 
told how she had helped to raise their ideals. Once she gave them a lesson in making a 
simple tomato soup. She told them how she at one time took dinner with the Governor. 
and he had on his table this kind of tomato soup; before night all the stores were besieged 
for material to make this kind of soup. She spoke of the importance of the mother keeping 
the respect of her child, Most of the children do not obey nor respect their parents. The 
parents do not tell them the truth, and they soon learn to distrust them. She told what 
she had done toward helping them to read, and to read books that would keep them as 
intelligent as their children, and thus compel their respect She told of the helpfulness of 
these people to each other—how they shared whatever they had with those who had less 
than themselves, even if it was their last loaf. She said the important thing to do, was 
help the mother to help herself. Day Nurseries enabled the mother to leave her childre1 
in safety while she was away at her work; this has proved of great value to them, as many 
children yearly are burned to death through being leftalone, locked in the rooms by the it 
mothers. 
Mrs. Bainbridge was followed by Miss Amalie Hofer, editor of the Avadergarten 
Magazine of Chicago. Her subject was ‘‘ What the Kindergarten Means to Mothers 
She spoke of the reconstruction work of the kindergarten, its social significance, and how 
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it guards the ideal. She was followed by Mrs. Rebekah Kohut, of New York City, whose 
subject was ‘‘ Parental Reverence as Taught in the Hebrew Homes. This was a most 
excellent paper, and so well read that every word was understood 

Wednesday evening a very fine paper was read on the ‘‘ Value of Music in the Deve 
opment of Character.” Thursday morning the program was excellent. Mrs. Maud Bal 
lington Booth, of New York, led the devotional exercise ind these were followed by ; 
paper on ‘‘ Dietetics,” by Mrs. Louise E. Hogan, of Germantown, Pa She has writte1 
a book, ‘‘ How to Feed Children,” which was recommended by the Congress to mothers 

The next two papers were on ‘‘ Reproduction and Natural Law” and The Mor 
Responsibility of Woman in Heredity The latter was by Mrs. Helen H. Gardener 
Boston, Mass. 

Miss Constance MacKenzie, of Philadelphia, Pa., read a paper, 7 rsday afternoor 
on ‘‘ Play Grounds,” and Dr. G. Stanley Hall, of Worcester, Mass., gave sor 
results of Child Study. 

In the evening Mrs gster g: some re g urs mothe 
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Friday mornit 
tion,” and Mrs Sallie A. Cotton, of F: 
Women.” Friday afternoon, Mrs. Jenness Miller sj 
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Studies in the Hom and a ver} vas rea 

colored woman, who represented t $ tl] 

Walter L. Hervey read a paper on “ Stories. The t 1 f 

the Delegates, speeches la minutes. In the« r 

ington, spoke on ‘* The Influence of the Mother « hild TI 

helpful paper. Then followed a talk on ‘‘Club Org atior ‘*Need of Orgar tir 
‘* How to Organize,” by Mrs. Ellen M. Henrotin, of Chicas President of the Fe 


of Woman's Clubs. 
The whole program was a most excellent one, almost every le being 
Among the quotations printed on the program are these 





‘*Mother is the name of God in the heartand lips of littl dren.’ 

‘‘A baby: that which makes home happier, love stronger, patience greater, ha 
busier, nights longer, days shorter, the past forgotten, the future er. 

‘We dream of doing great things when we have need only to be content witl 
little things clos: at hand 
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pain which makes another child weep. 
‘* Go make thy garden as fair as tho t 
Thou workest never alone 
Perchance plot is next t 
Will see it, and men $s own 
f natinn sc far nn , nm t } id f . y + y h t 
Oo lations i11eS ta nore l € anas ¢ mer! Loe ) ers— nin 
we ’ 
sible to give a sound, intellectual education to a child who has not a true 
oO ent; and achild cannot have that who separated m other children 
yine I nseit as having as ip rior nature 
& ive close to your boys [There need be no battle between you and them 
them in their own battle for the right 
books for mothers, recommended by the National Congress, were 
Ed m of Man, Pedagogics ‘Mutter U Koseliede ‘* Symbolic 
S n E. Blow; ‘‘ Mental De nt in the Child,” by W. Preyer The 
a Moral Development of » CC} Gabriel Compavre Moral Instr 
iren,” | Felix Adler. 
to Feed Children,” by Louise E. Hoga Be ys from Little Hands 
du Bois 
Mind Tra Catherir Aike1 ‘The Teacher,” by Jacol 
( d Nursery,” Christine Terhune Herrick Sound Bodies for Our 
y William Blaikie; ‘‘ Nursery Noonings,” by Gail Hamilton; ‘‘ The Kin 
Kate D. Wiggin; ‘‘ Mothers in Council’’; ‘‘A Treatise on Infancy,” by An 
Children: Their Models and Critics,” by Auretta R. Aldrich; ‘‘The Re 
Children,” by Catherine E. Beecher; ‘‘Gentle Measures in the Man 
g of the Young,” by Jacob Abbott A Study of Child Nature,” by 
H] 
aeé ate ) V € i € ¢) i 
ry 
A I 
-T WEEN OURSELVES 
BETWEEN ¢ SELVES. 
L. Luqueer, Ph.D.,has the History of Costume, by Miss 
“ta. : ' +] ott. rill aie 
e rial bow in the cur Louise Both-Hendriksen, will make 
ber as editor of our Kin- its appearance in the April issue. 
1 Department. The author is the first in America to 
jueer is not only in thor- have given this interesting and im- 
pat with his subject, but portant subject serious thought anc 
nest and experienced stu- study. Originally her devotion to the 
Kindergarten methods and subject was due to love for her art, 
s. He is peculiarly equipped and persevering in her researches for 
lis very important subject many years in the fields of Art, His 
teresting and instructive tory and Literature, both in Europe 
so that each article will and America, has fitted her to a re- 
1 7 rien bh ] ge ~~ cc rm! - 
cal value. markable degree for this work. Her 
uniform success as a lecturer on this 
es and other subjects in several of our 
leading colleges would be an _ indi- 
sider it a privilege to be cation, if any were wanting, of the 
n nce to our readers that 


character of what our readers may 
series of t 


or | . 
articies on expect. 
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Miss Mary Aline Brown has been 
identified with the work of the Wom- 
en's Christian Temperance Union, 
not only in her official capacity as 
editor of ‘Woman’s Temperance 
Work,” but in the past as Superin 
tendent of Press Work for the New 
York State Women’s Christian Tem- 
perance Union, and also with the 
work of the organization in Tioga 
County, that we do not feel that a 
formal introduction to our readers is 
at all necessary. We feel confident 
that we strike a responsive chord in 
stating that Miss Brown will furnish 
a series of articles on the origin, 
progress, plans and purposes of the 
organization in which she has taken 
so active and prominent a part. 

Her first article, entitled ‘“ Organ- 
ized Mother Love,” will appear in the 
April number. 

* * 

In introducing the ‘Author of 
Preston Papers” to the readers of 
Artuur’s, the publisher does not 
bring a stranger into the home cir 
cle, for she has been too long and 
well known in the literary and edu- 
cational worlds to even need a word 
from us. As the editor of depart 
ments in more than twenty-five maga- 
zines, contributor to as many more, 
speaker on educational and other 
topics in the leading cities of the 
United States, for educational gath- 
erings, women’s clubs, church, tem- 
perance, social and other organiza- 
tions, she has for years commanded 
the respect and admiration of lead- 
ing minds, and the sympathy of her 
large audiences in all her lines of 
spoken and written thought. 

There is no department of the 
magazine which is capable of greater 
development and broader expansion 
than that of Self Culture. We have 
secured this in the accomplished 
and versatile writer above men- 
tioned. We congratulate ourselves 
and the readers of AkTHUR’s on hav- 
ing secured her services, her fame 
and work being not only national but 
international. 


The Department will minister to 
the spiritual, mental and physical 
needs of our readers; to each of these 
this department editor is specially 
adapted and comes equally equipped. 
Her spirituality is not mere senti- 
mentality. Her hints on this line 
will be practical, teaching the father 
hood of God and the brotherhood of 
man. To the mental development 
she brings a ripe and practical ex 
perience and a rare fund of knowl- 
edge deduced to the every-day need : 
of ordinary people. As a teacher o! 
and writer on physical training she is 
peculiarly at home and will only sug 
gest what she has practiced for years 


or demonstrated to be of practical 
value. 

She has a keen sense of all that is 
wholesome in wit and humor, and 
therefore will entertain even while 
she writes on more serious matters. 

In all her work she is inspirational 
and helpful, and is the sincere friend 
of every one whois ambitious to reac] 


17 


all that is noblest and best in life. 


x‘ 
K +. 

To those who are familiar with the 

woefully discouraging experience of 

» obtain that recognition 


from reputable book-publishers whic] 


+ 
\ 


seeking 
results in acceptance of manuscript 
for the publication of selections 
verse, a work of fiction, or collection 
of clever essays, the reputation, integ 
rity and success of the Authors’ Pu 
lishing Association, 114 Fifth Ave 
New York City, should constitute 
source of hope to writers of abilit 
who are possibly disposed to aba 
don all efforts to bring out a wor! 
thy volume in any literary field. 

The Authors’ Guild of America ha 
been attempting for years to form 
late just such a practical plan for th 
protection of authors as is the basis 
upon which the Publishing Associ 
tion conducts its business. 

Investigation confirms the belief 
that this Association merits the co: 
fidence of literary workers. 
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THE NEW ROCHESTER 


LAMP 





1T NEVER FAILS 


FOR LIGHT OR HEAT.2 The Wonderful Remedy for 


The standard of the world. Other HAY FEVER, CATARRH, 
lamps may be “‘like” or “as good"’ as 


AND 
THE ROCHESTER (fens COLD IN THE HEAD 


itations lack the peculiar merits of the : : = yar 
genuine Insist on seeing the NEW NO GREASE : 
ROCHESTER stamp on the lamy > >, 
you buy. No Smoke, No Smeil, No J SNER; j 
Broken Chimneys. NO SNEEZING 
This Banquet Lamp cont sik 
7 tanywhere on recei hr 
t nches Base and He 4.50 


! 


ai 


Agreeable, Effective and Immediate 
Price 50c, by Mail 








Bright n Br n Sil ve . — 7 ~ 7 

7 Gilt | et edict cnt CORYZON COMPANY 

j ; P. O. Box 1672 N. Y. CITY 
B. This No. 31 OIL HEATER Sold by all Druggiat 
a heat a roc 1Ox eat a tr 
4 ran e. We ade | sf i) Pro = m r Investment 
) ance Welt made” For OO IF YOU WI HT Bane, zeman 
3 t Heaters in different st Send eal Estate, Ob 
a e catalogue tain a Loan or Lend Money, Hi ave Yor ir Estate Proper 

Managed, Get an appraisal of Pro ertv. Insure Any 


ADDRESS DEPT. Aa. H 
THE ROCHESTER LAMP CO., Communicate with E. H. PECK, 
206 Broadway, N. Y. (Corner Fulton St 


4 42 Park Place and 37 Barclay Street, New York. PROMPT RELIABLE RESPONSIBLE 
3% References Gladly Submitted. 





"HE STANLEY MANDOLINS. 


Banjos and Guitars are without question par excellence. 





PADEREWSKI did not say this, but he undoubtedly 


uld if he performed on the mandolin instead of the piano. 

If you cannot obtain them from your local dealer, write 

ct to the manufacturers, Eug. B. Baehr & Brother, 23 
East 14th Street, New York. 
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Something For Nothing! 


~~ 


A Dollar For You 


Provided you will cut out this advertisement and remit amount 
as here suggested within 30 days, for the following : + 


THE NEW EDUCATION, One Year. - - ; $1.00 
(A bright, practical magazine, for parents, teachers, and 
older students. Edited by the distinguished author of 
“Preston Papers,” whose work can be seen in the Se.r- 
Cu._rure Department of ArrHurR’s.) 


PRESTON PAPERS. Cloth, Blue and Gold. . 


(One of the most widely circulated books of to-day, and 
a boon to parents, teachers, and any who are interested 


in the lives, management, or education of children and 
young people.) +: + + ze : 
Mothers’ clubs cannot do better than adopt it as a 
text-book. : s% 


SNAP SHOTS WITH AN OLDSIAID’S KODAK. “2:2 1.00 


(For any who enjoy genuine wit, coupled with strong 
common sense, and who appreciate the discussion of such 
questions as Accuracy, Integrity, Punctuality, Caste, Cit- 
izenship, in this writer’s vivacious and intelligent way. 
By the same author.) ; 


MISS PRESTON’S LEAVEN. Paper, by the Author of the Above Books. 


(A charming story for the general reader who does not 
want to be bored by didactics, nor yet give his time to 
mere froth.) 


These books, and the magazine, will be sent to any O 
. ne Dollar 


reader of this advertisement, at a discount of 


ADDRESS: 
The New Education Publishing Company 


37 West 10th Street, NEW YORK 
Sample Copies of THE NEW EDUCATION, 12 cents each 


When writing please mention ARTHUE Home MAGAZINE. 


Ins } 


























ARTHUR'S 


BLINDNESS PREVENTED = The Famous 
teen mnesren mens | » » » * TEMPUS” 


HOME MAGAZINE. 


without knife r at their homes and at our Sanita 
n, the urgest and most successful inst 


ame rica d .” Pamphlet I mes. em 
THE BEMIS EYE SANITARIUM, Gien Falls, N. Y we, 
Engraved S 


Wedding a 
Invitations 


Plate, two envelopes and 

invitations a 

100 sets for - - - $10.00 

Each additional 100 3.50 
Also Commencement 


ns ene oor Sterling Silver Chatelaine Watch. 
Style Correct - Material Best A Most Reliabe Time-keeper. 


G. T. & J. Mc Caskie, GUARANTEED. 





j : 110 Liberty Street, - - New York. PRICE, - - - $7.50. 
LEO D. WEIL, Non Studio Fotography On receipt o hye amou th sirabl 
7 West 28th Street. New Vork. , 7 of : a ee oo, See ane “43 
Care of Klackners watch wil! be forwarded to any address in the 
bs I STON ST, ro WABASH AVI - 
; ictiaan United States or Canada, free of expense 
y Fast ( se.) Care of Thurbers. - 
. aaknek tix, Walla wish ener Neabin at the 172 BROADWAY, 
q iowvomeationes hit Galhaaee A. PRETZ, ~ yew vorx 
a 
a 
oa 
i; 
ag 
#e 





The Decorator and Furnisher 


nubli 





nly maga 1ed in the world devoted exclusively to interior decoration Everyone whois a 
terested in 16 should have this magazine. Special attention given to amateur work of all 
See March n rfor details of amateur prize competition. This magazine gives advice regarding 
hings free to allsubseribers. Send ten cents for sample copy and mention ARTHUR’S HOME MAGAZINE 
ption, #2 00 per year 
: per J 


THE ART TRADES PUBLISHING AND PRINTING CO., 70 Fifth Ave., New York City 
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The Only Artist-Photographers 


Davis & Sanford 


x 246 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 


We make a specialty of... 
Copying and 
Enlarging 


old and faded 


Photographs 


and finishing in the 


FADELESS CARBON 





Carbon Prints are made in any color and any size. They are 
not affected by light or time. 


wie 


PRICES ON APPLICATION. WRITE FULLY WHAT YOU WANT. 
@*.@%. WE REPLY PROMPTLY, GIVING FULL PARTICULARS. 


Our pictures from life are acknowledged to be unrivalled anywhere in the world. 
Visitors to our Studio always cordially welcomed. 


DAVIS & SANFORD 


W her ARTHI Home MAGAZIN} 
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Sterling Silver Tea Spoons Given Away. 


ini (ar 


RAS 
sn ee 
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TO INDUCE agents and others to secure subscriptions for 

ArtHur’s Home Macazine, we will, for a limited time, 
make the following offer: For a club of five subscribers at 
$1.00 each, we will send one 


SOLID SILVER TEA SPOON 


nade by a leading silversmith, whose name will guarantee 
tandard of merit. Every lady can easily secure five subscrib- 
rs, and when she receives her first spoon, she will not 


stop 
ntil she has a dozen. 


HANDSOME MANDOLINS FREE! 


r 6 Wasessnpebons to Arthur's Home Magazine at 81.00 each, we will give one No. 0 Mandolin. 
M Stained walnut and orange r bed shel 
ra machine heads, hard wox nech 


eled tops. 


nized finger 
sinted guar 


5 Naheeriptions to Arthur's Home Magazine at $1.00 cach, we will give one No. 1 Mandolin 
Walnut and maple,ot ‘ el land pear 
e, German silver trets, Amer in bra ‘ ‘ eads ar 
ickel protection string elds evel t we ude 


ew 


12 Subscriptions to-Arthar’s Home Magazine at €1.00 each, we will give one No. 2 Mandolin. 
‘ ' 
vo @ M . Walnut 


and mahogany ribbe ‘ v t ed niaid he 
ar < ‘ ‘ oid guard plates, brass 
" pear sition Linton, (ermar iilve 
ment ar excellent tone 


wany ne 


a tine 


10 Subscriptions to Arthar’s Home Magazine at 81.00 each, we will give one No 


1 and orangs 
od designs, w 
rosewood finger 
beauty 


4 Mandolin. 


on nor govern 
rwarder F. O. B. N 


ARTHUR’S HOME MAGAZINE, NEW YORK, 

















SEND 25 CENTS 


for ea Sample Silicate Book Slate. We will serd 
postpaid by return mail. We offer this inducement 
in order to supply many people with Silicate Book 
Slates, who are unable to procure them through 
their stationers 


Blaekboard Cloth, $1.25 per yard. 


Ro!) Blackboards, $1.00, $1.50 & 83.00 each 
Wall ” all sizes, 8 2.50 up 
Revolving “ “ 18.60 “ 

Black Diamond Slating for Walls, etc., 
Pt. $1.00, Qt, $1.75, '. Gal. 63.35. Gal. 66.00 


The New York Silicate Book Slate Co. goes 
quietly along on its way without fuss or flurry, 
but supplying a trade of enormous magnitude. 
Black slates and white slates, Book slates and 
Wall slates, all are turned out in vast quantities 
and shipped to all parts of the wor'd, for this com 
pany,through their improved and patented process 
bas a “ bulge” on this class of trade over the whole 
earth. Send for Illustrated Catalogue giving ful! 
description of all our goods, sizes, prices, et: 
Twenty-nine years’ constant use in Board of 
Education of New York City, (in all the public 
schools.) is a sufficient guarantee 


. ee ao 
PATENTED AND MANUFACTURED BY THE 
N. Y. SILICATE BOOK SLATE CO. 


24 Vesey Street 
NEW YORK 





bed srr weedew 


BEACONSFIELD 


Free of Expense 


lvawel is the grea 





We will provide for your 
full 
“arantee of a ‘‘ royal good 


summer vacation, with 


time” 


At one of the best 


MOUNTAIN 


SHORE RESORTS 
OW 


For full particulars write to “Summer Outing 


Dep't” ARTHUR’s HOME MAGAZINE 
New York City. 





THE AUTOHARP 


EASY TO PLAY 
EASY TO BUY» 


All Music 


send it prepaid 


Dealers sell this style, 
upon 
instructions, picks 


receipt of 


music, etc 


The more one sees and hears the Auto 


is its charm and beauty 


all of 


the more 


recoy 


It embodies the desirable 


essential requirements of a musical instrument 


Anyone can learn to | 
$1.50, $4 00, $5.00, 
and up to $150.00. 


$7.50, 


purses, 


Wr.te for illustrated story and catalogue 


ALFRED 


features and 


play it Prices to suit al 


$10.00 


DOLGE & 


Style 2 7-8, $7.50 


SON 


98 East 13th Street, Dolge Building, New York Cit) 


Autoharp stvle 27-3 isa very handsome and 
wood, with the exception of the bars and su 
to the light-colored sounding board his a 
large value for the money 


P 


such 


durable instr ent. It is finished in 
pports, which are ebonized, and form 


utoharp has 


imitation R 
a striking contr 
eedingly popular, because ft 








